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MOORE & SINNOTT 
Successors to 
John Gibson's Son & Co. 


Distillers 
Philadelphia, Pa. 



















ESTABLISHED 1868 






of a century ago by the renowned Dr. 





though the skin is most delicate and sensitive. 





NAILS. - 
beauty s nuch to be desired. 


Bottles . 


OND NAIL ENAME The quickest and 
DIAM * must lasting mii 
e from grit. Superior to all liquid nail varnishes, aud | cer, 

REAM VAN OLA ani tie | “* . 
DIAMOND NAIL POLISH will assure beautiful hands and | 2S soft as a woman's ! 


polish 


exquisite!) perfumed. The use of C 


nails. Boxes, 25¢. 


ALINE This Preparation, which cannot be detected, | he 
ROS * gives the face and nails a most delicate rose 5 a ae : 
truly beaatiful. Rosaline is not affected by perspir.- —Ladies’ Home Fournal, 
laced by sea or fresh water bathing. Jurs, 25c. 

Dr. J. Parker Pray’s Preparations are being imitated and the 
¥ ld insist upon having the original with the full name, 


tint that 
ton, or 


sublic s 
)r. J. Parker Pray, stamped on every package. 


Send stamp for Illustrated Catalogue of prices. 


Sold by Toilet Goods dealers everywhere, or mailed direct on 


receipt rice and postage. 


DR. J. PARKER PRAY CO. 


Sole Manufacturers and Proprietors, 


New York City. trated Bits. 


12 East 23d Street, 





ws TOTLET PREPARATIONS, perfected over a 


e used without fear of any injurious effects, even 


OLINE is the only harmless Preparation made for} F|lis Island. 
ONG BLEACHING AND CLEANING THE 
t renders them transparent and gives them that pearly 
Removes ink and glove stains. | ficer, 


OUR NATIVE SCENERY. 
Nerdy—*  |'m just back from a 
| trip over the picturesque P. D. Q.” 

Butts —*:How'’s the scenery 
along that line ?” 

Nordy —** Well-kept and plen- | 
tiful. There's a whiskey -sign 
every half mile, with plug-tobac- 
co, cigar and dollar-watch signs | 
scattered liberally between.”— 
Louisville Fournal. 


] 





EASILY ACCOUNTED FOR. 

An Irishman, upon arriving in 
America, was asked his name at 
He gave it. 
‘‘Speak louder,” said the of- 





. Parker 


He repeated it. 

‘« Louder !” again said the offi- 

‘«Why, man, your voice is 
tr 

«« Well,” said Pat, «that might 

Me mother was a woman.” 











Young bachelor—** You maaea 
funny error in congratulating the 
bride’s father instead of the bride- 
groom.” 

Old benedict—-* No, I didn’t. 
I've a daughter of my own, and 
I know what they cost.’’—///us- 








Adds tastiness to food, encourages the appe- 

tite,and promotes digestion. Put besure it’s 

is McIihenny’s,theorig nal,inusehalfacentury. 

Astimulating seasonirg forS7-ps.Sauces,Sal- 

ads,Gravies,Oysters,Ciams Fish, Roasts,etc, 
Booklet of Recipes on request. 


McILHENNY’S TABASCO. New Iberia, La. 





The No. 4711 Eau de Cologne 


i8 an exquisite and refreshing 
perfume. Indispensable in the 
home and sick room. 
Ask for “Forty-Seven-Eleven” 
—_ Ferd. Muihens, Cologne 0/R Ger. 
Maulhens & Kropff, 298 Brondway, New York 
‘end 80 cents for 2 oz. simple bottle. 





HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
PAPER WAREHOUSE 


N 08. 32, 84, and 86 Bleecker Street 
Branch: Warehouse, 90 eekman Street, New York 
4LL EINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDEE 




















EXPLAINED. 

“Say, paw.” 

‘Well, son ?” 

“What is frenziea finance ?” 

‘Frenzied finance, my son, is the way 
your mother goes afier my pay envelope 
every Saturday night. Now run and 
play.” —Milwaukee Sentinel. 


A BRAIN WORKER 


MUST HAVE THE KIND OF FOOD THAT 
NOURISHES BRAIN, 


“IT am a literary man whose nervous 
energy is a great part of my stock in 
trade, and ordinarily I have little patience 
with breakfast foods and the extravagant 
claims made of them. But I cannot with- 
hold my acknowledgment of the debt 
that I owe to Grape-Nuts food. 

“I discovered long ago that the very 
bulkiness of the ordinary diet was not 
calculated to give one a clear head, the 
power of sustained, accurate thinking. I 
always felt heavy and sluggish in mind 
as well as body after eating the ordinary 
meal, which diverted the blood from the 
brain to the digestive apparatus. 

“I tried foods easy of digestion, but 
found them usually deficient in nutriment. 
I experimented with many breakfast foods 
and they, too, proved unsatisfactory, till I 
reached Grape-Nuts. And then the prob- 
lem was solved. 

“Grape-Nuts agreed with me _per- 
fectly from the beginning, satisfying my 
hunger and supplying the nutriment that 
so many other prepared foods lack. 

“I had not been using it very long be- 
fore I found that I was turning out an 
unusual quantity and quality of work. 
Continued use has demonstrated t» my 
entire satisfaction that Grape-Nuts foo. 
contains all the elements needed by the 
brain and nervous system of the hard- 
working public writer.”” Name given by 
Postum Co., Battle Creek, Mich. 

There’s a reason. Read the little 
book, * The Road to Wellville, in pack- 
ages. 


SIX MONTHS FREE 


The Mining Herald. Leading illustrated mining and 
fina’ cial paper, containing latest and most important 
information on the mining and oil industries, the most 
successful companies and the best dividend-paying 
stocks. It shows how immense profits may be quickly 
and easily made on absolutely safe investments. It 
gives valuable advice to money-makers and points out 
a safe and certain road to wealth. Write for it to-day. 

- L. Wisner & Co., Publishers, Hudson ilding, 
Suite 77, New York, 




















“YOU CANNOT 








BEGIN TOO EARLY” 














A 
“Toffee-Trimmed” 


i 
TREE. 


Santa Claus has a brand-new idea for trimming 
trees this year — and it’s a good one. 

The idea is to use the pretty red and green 10c, 
size packages of Mac 
of the old-fashioned cornucopias and bags of candy. 

Looks much 


kintosh’s Toffee, instead 


better — just the right colors—very 
xpensive —and, best of all, Mackintosh’s 


Toffee is the ideal candy for Christmas —or 
any other time you want candy that is deli- 


cious, inexpensive and not injurious. 
Appropria’ for Sunday-schools 
Hospitals | other large % »ublic ? 
, a3 wellas for the HOME TREE. 
fiackintosh’s Toffee—the famous Eng- 
ish candy —is like the good old-fashioned 
“taffy” grandmother made in days gone by. 
Its yyy! over every other candy is 
due to its purity and delicious taste. It's 
more-ish. Give the children all they want. 
hey can’t oreerne «. ti sick. 
A+#lb, re) 


MackKintosh’s Toffee 


contains 16 quarter-pound packages— 
sufficient to dress a pod-sized tree. All 
dealers sell the +1b. tins, er loc. packages, 
f yours does not, send us his name and 
1.60, and we will see that you are 
supplied. : 

‘uv Sace is on every box and package 

— or it isn’t the genuine. 


OHN MACKINTOSH 
pt. 28, 78 Hudson St., N. X. 


iam a 
Mackintosh 
yfiee Kin 


Ask your dealer for MACKINTOSH’S ToFrEeEr. If he has not got it in stock fill out order blank 
like form below and we will see that you are supplied. 
JOHN MACKINTOSH, Dept. 23, 78 Hudson Street, New York. 
Enclosed please find $1.60, for which send me one four-pound tin of Mackintosh’s Toffee. 











Entered at the post-office at New York as second-class 
matter. Copyrigiit, 1904, by Judge Company 
Wtle registered as a trade-mark. 


PUBLISHED WEEKLY 


% » AT THE 
PARKER BLDG., FOURTII AVE. AND 19TH 8T. 
NEW YORK 


R Y F 1919 Hartford Building, Chicage, Itt vA J special Dry- -Brut J | 
SUBSCRI : : CoeneD Ui paeD Ue Susan E 


TERMS TO SUBSCRIBERS: 
Crop of 1895 UNITED STATES AND CANADA IN ADVANCE. - ’ FROM 
One copy, one year, or 52 numbers . . $5.00 ° 
| One copy, six months, or 26 nombers - - 2.50 if) { Mos [AMOU VINYARDS 2 rae 
M e | | Oo Ww e d One copy, for thirteen weeks - 1.25 >> a 3 —a = *," . 
Including the CuristTMas Ju DGE. > of = > <P i= j 
| FOREIGN SUBSCRIPTIONS — To all foreign coun- , , ' > : 
by | 0 Yea tries in the postal union, $6.0 a year. 77 - y (Fie Sparkling bead = } 
EUROPEAN SALES-AGENTS—/nternational News Com- ‘ Z > y= {roma possessed 
- pny, Bream’s Building, Chancery Lane, E. C., London ; p- ——S + 
R e ose in Brentano's, Avenue de ¢ Opera, Paris; Saarbach’s — ‘ ze 0 other Wine ees 
p News Exchange, Mains, Germany. a. oO 
the Wood | nfenniontonaneme . ‘ awa Wine COMPANY 
. Tie contents of JUDGE are protected by copyright - a 
in both the United States and Great Britain. Intringe- 2 , Ur BAWA, N. Y. 
7 | ment of this copyright will be promptly and vigorously ay, 
prosecuted 7 
It Ss CONTRIBUTORS must inclose a stamped and self- i a 2 yt ALL LEADING GROCERS 
— MERCHANTS. 


addressed envelope wit! all manuscripts, otherwise ‘ A 
return of the latter when found unavailable cannot be 


Pure mn 


DRAWINGS and all contributions sent to the Art 
+ Department should have the sencer’s full name and 
hat i sddress written plainly on each and every separate 
sketch. The accompanying joke or descriptive letter- 
press should in every instance be written upon its in- 
Sere (ae $$$ IN COMMERCIAL ARI 
= ' { nS! re aiso 


Inclosure of stamps to the tuil amount of postage 1 


a pee i eae e sale und prompt return of material Young men and women who are properly equipped with a practical knowledge of commen 
SOLD EVERYWHERE ms ACCEpe art find no difficulty in securing positions which pay well from the start. 


IN GLASS ONLY > If You Have Average Ability I Can Teach You Drawing 


A BAD BREAK. My long and successful experience as artist and art-editor enables me to plan a 
New York @ HentuckKy Co. aE ome 
oe I hear that English nobleman has A FULL YEAR’S ART INSTRUCTION FOR $30. 00 


lessons whic - are so arranged that by correspondence I can give a limited number of pupils 
Sole Proprietor. | discontinued his attentions to Miss Nu- ‘ : Each pupil receives my orn personal attention, and his work 
! ritch. ' Grant E. Hamilton made inaividual—to suit his particular needs. 
i ch. Contributor to “ Life.” ores for my Ubeotrates 20k, alt NE jy DOOR TO svc. 
eee ’ —™ ° > . «VY . v ; , j | yo baa I A ’ JESS,” which gives full particulars of my course, Wri 
Where there's smoke there must be| _ Yes ; he queered himself with old a hd now, even if you do not contemplate taking Up the wort 
. ’ , . . J ‘ , . e -_ ol. d e oO er- at once. 8 y 
fire." Now, there's a quotation that never| Nuritch. The chump asked the old tel aide ele. and, formerly 2S Se cusses caky © Mansied wataber of pap 


seeme'l to ring true to me. I wonder! low if he ever followed the hounds. as = vaielie’'s Weekly GRANT HAMILTON STUDIO OF PICTORIAL Art 
‘Well ? Sulte 712, Flatiron Building, New York City 


7 









































who first said that ?” 
‘Some woman, probably, upon mene * Well, you know Nuritch was a dog- 
ing an improbable story about a neigh-| catcher before he made his pile."—£-r- 


bor.”—-Philadelphia Press. | change. 
| 
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The Most Popular Train 


between 
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TN WW 


NEW YORK ann CHICAGO WF oy a 
be | “4 I}! 


is the 


Lake Shore Limited 


of the 
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ands, as it enables persons in all circumstances to make beautiful and ap- 
propriate Christmas Gifte. Everyone at Christmastime is anxious to give 
their loved ones handsome Christmas Zecsentas but it is not always con- 
venient. The Loftis Bystem of Credit meansconventence. That isthe 
only way in which it diliers from acash transact.on. There isnodelay, no 
security,no publicity. It simply meanga matter of fid: and convenience 
to honorable people. Write for Gur Handsome Christmas Catalegue. 


is resple nt with th 

Our Handsome Christmas Catalogue piretrettoneins ne cuen nds of 
Xmas Gifts. Diamond Rin Ln Brooches‘and Earrings, Chateiaine Watches. 
Bliverware, etc., for Sear aes Sister or Mother, Sparkling Diamond 
Studs, Scarf Pins and Cuff Bu Match Safes, Fobs, etc., for Husband, 
Father or Brother, With ite aid} hy = select in the privacy of of t your own home, 
suitable Gifts for all, both old and young. May we not ha’ 
the pleasure of sending you a copy? rite for Catalogue. 

. In competition with the entire world (both 
True Merit Wins! ths United States and foreign coukietes 
at the St. Louls World's Fair our Geeds, Prices, Methods an 
Terms won the Gold Medal. The Highest Award. No stronger 
endorsement of The Leftis System could be — 


that you do your 

Do Your Christmas Shoppin 4 Be Now. A new, conveniently and 
leisurely in the prover of your own Select from our Handsome C: talogue the articles 
i desire and we wiil send them to you jorennmninationand epgueveh. Ifs \tisfacto:y retain 
m, paying o ne-fifth the cost and the balance in eight equa! monthly payments, if not re- 
oon © takeall Sas a all express charges. New is the time to secure tle 
choice sc lections and have ample time.to — the goods. Write for Ou atalogue. 
‘There } ne eae Fepsat sve obs : amend, hey have fpevensed in vanes eae 

past twelve mon and Dinmond ex predic 

\ ar: en greater eae uring the coming year. Write for Our Untalegee. 
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You leave New York by the New York Central 
at 5.30 p. m., and arrive Chicago at 4.00 o'clock the 
next afternoon. 


PW IY, 
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You leave Chicago at 5.30 p. m. by the Lake 
Shore, and arrive New York at 5.30 next afternoon, 
in ample time to dress and go to the opera or theater. 


pV 





ms V4) LI 
——=a a\ a) a Wh 
eee 


te SS 
SZ, 


A copy of No. § of the ‘‘ Four-Track Series,” ‘‘ America’s Winter Resorts, 
will be sent free to any address on receipt of a two-cent stamp by George H. 
Daniels, General Passenger Agent, New York Central & Hudson River Rail- 
road, Grand Central Station, New York. 
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BAD HABITS OF THE COUNTRY. 

The grasshopper chews tobacco, 
The quail gets out his pipe ; 

The fish-hawk is so awful poor 
He has to hunt a ‘‘ snipe.” 









The engraving and printing of 
this cover was executed by the 


Az? 


The rooster has his cocktail, 

The orchard gets plum full ; 
The onion squanders every scent, 
And the radish has a pull. 

—Salem Fourral 








Zeese- 
Wilkinson 
Company 


IN GUATEMALA, 
A railroad man who has been down in 
Guatemala tells of the unusual baggage 
transported by the railroads down there. 


|| At the station of Retalhuleu, in western 

Guatemala, he saw the following articles 
1] chec ked as baggage : One cc: ge of chick- 
| 


ens, a basket of ducks, a bundle of dred 
fish, a crate of live iguanas, various empty 
bz ske “ts, a crate of fight ng-coc ks, bz ske S| 
ot eggs, baskets of fruit, silver in sac ks, | 
bundle of soiled clothes that some | 
woman was taking (own to the river to} 
wash, furniture, hides in packages, smoke d| 


Color-P late Engravers 


and ae 


] 











213 o21 7 crabs that smelled to the next st. tion, | 
baskets of bread, a small aliigator and 
East 24th Street Oe 
a New York | A GENTLE HINT. 
| ‘And that,” said Mr. Staylate, con- 
RT | cluding his tiresome story, ** was how my 
|mother became interested in the home 
nmnercial | for aged widows.” 
, ‘‘Speaking of homes,” remarked Miss 
—_ Patience, yawning ostentatiously, “ does 
ft pupils jj) not that word ‘home’ appeal to you and 


| They are prepared to execute 


‘ inake you feel there is no place like it ?” 
‘wort §— orders, large or small, for print- 


—Philadelphia Public Ledger. 





“a ing in colors of Inserts, Cata- : 

work ° 

apils logues, Book Illustrations, etc., UNTIMELY. 

L ART etc. Satisfaction guaranteed. Forkins—* My dear, I wish you would 
, ——— || not sing that song about ‘ falling dew.’ ”’ 


a Mrs. Forkins—** Why not ?” 
| Forking —* It reminds me too much of 


'the house-rent.""—/ xchange. 


DO YOU EVER THUNK ABOUT OWNING YOUR OWN TOME 


I’ 

Building a House an in- 
vestment of $1.00 now will 
you hundreds of dollars 


Write for samples and estimate. 

















save 
in building a house, by get- 
ting the latest and most prac- 
tical ideas of the noted and 
capable architect, Mr. George 

We therefore de- 
call your special at- 
tention to our new book just 
issued and containing over 


ONE HUNDRED 
UP-TO-DATE 
HOUSE PLANS 


THE TITLE THIS BOOK IS 


GEORGE PALLISER’S 
MODERN BUILDINGS 


Palliser. 


sire «oO 














OF 















A new up-to-date book, containing ever one hundred plans, ail new (1002), of houses ranging in cost 
tr $500 to $20,000; also plans ot Public Library Buildings, Summer Hotels, Stables, Public Halls, 
etc., etc, 

is book is a collection of practical designs slowing examples of houses recently built, and in- 
va € to everyone thinking of building, by reason of their having been, with very few exceptions, 
pia iin the ordinary course of a busy arciitect’s practice during the last few years, and built in 
various parts of the country within the prices given. 

ill description accompanies each plate, giving sizes, height of stories, how built and finished, and 
" ements contained, thus giving information ot very great value to everyone contemplating build- 
ing. as the plans and designs embody the best thouglit and most caretul study of those erectmg them, 
giv eal results as to cost and a guide that is sate to tollow. ‘These designs and plans have, there- 

value that can be tully appreciated for their practical utility, and stand alone as real examples 

” some peovle’s homes are planned and what they cost. 

those wanting homes or selling home-sites, members of building associations, land companies, 
Teal-estate men, those having land to improve, carpenters and builders, and everyone interested or 
who ever hopes to own a home, these designs are invaluable and will prove of very great value to 
them. It contains 115 large pages, size 11 x 14 inches. Price, bound in heavy paper cover, sent by 
mail, postpaid, $1.00. Bound in cloth, $2.00. Sent by mail, postpaid, to any address on receipt of 
Price. Address all orders with remittances to 


JUDGE COMPANY, 225 Fourth Avenue, New York 


Remit by money order or check-—don’t send currency. 

































ane iWatats 
Christmas rake Hage 
Toast pirit 


A Club Cocktail 


is as fragrant and stimulating as a pretty girl. It is not only the best 
cocktail but the most delightful drink in the world. More perfect 
in its delicate flavor, in the quality of its ingredients, and its scientific 
blending and ageing than any made by guesswork cocktail possibly 
can be. CLUB COCKTAILS are the necessary accompaniment to 
A Merry Christmas and to the whole Happy New Year. Seven 
varieties—each one a delight—of good dealers everywhere 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO. 


NEW 


van 


HARTFORD YORK LONDON 


Pp, 


A 
v 


9s 






















RECONCILING THE DISPARITY. «“ No,” he said ; “ I'm not sure whethér 
“Isn't the bride older than the bride-| my wife’ s Christmas gift to me was meant 
groom ?” to p'ease me or humble my pride.” 
“She was “What did she give you ?” 
grandmother. “She had acrayon portrait of me made 
‘Mercy ! how very wealthy she must} by an am: teur artist."—Znglish J//us- 
be !"— Cleveland Plain Dealer. trated Magasziny. 


ry FREE ™ 


Grand Gold Medal Premiums. 


WRITE NOW AND GET FIDST CHOICE OF 
Art Lace Curtains, Parlor Lamp, Table Cover, Parlor Clock, 
ieres, Imported 56-Piece China Tea Set, &c., &c. 
FRERB with order for 20 Ibs. of celebrated New Crop 60c. Tea, or20 lbs. Baking Powder 
45c. 1b. or assorted order Teas and Baking Powder or @01bs. Bomosaa Coffee33c. Ib, 


Coupons, exchangeable for many magnificent premiums, are given with every 25c, 
worth of Tea, Coffee, Baking Powder, Spices and Extracts. 







an intimate friend of his 
















































THE 


CHRISTMAS 


GIFT 


that will prove appropriate, enjoyable, 
acceptable is frequently hard to find. 
a suggestion : 





is a present that will do for almost everybody, 
Could you 
How would you | 


and one that is certainly good. 
make a happier selection ? 
like it? Practice the Golden Rule. 

Apply to nearest dealer or write to 
© 4. EVANS & SONS, Est. 1786, 


and 
Here’s 


Hudson, N. ¥.- 




















Goodfellow—" Say what you will, we| 
Americans admire commercial integrity. | 


We all bow to honesty.” 
Cynicus—* Yes; bow to it 
on."’— Boston Transcript. 


and pass 





CHRISTMA 


giving a set of 


KREMENTZ 
COLLAR 
BUTTONS 





Nothing more acceptable for lady or 
gentleman than a set of the famous 
or rolied-! 
They outwear any other button. 
Quality stamped on back of each but- 
haberdashers. 
Story of Col'ar Button ”"— 
Yours for the 


one-piece buttons. Gold 


plate. 


ton. All jewelers and 
Booklet—*‘‘ 
gives styles and sizes. 
asking. 


oe KREMENTZ 
& CO. 





73 Chestnut Street, Newark, WN. J. 
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The Truth 


Can be told about 


Great 
Western 
Champagne 


—the Standard of 
American Wines 







There is nothin Lae 
conceal in its pr 
tion. itis PureGrape 
Juice, fermented and 
aged to exact — 
p - for healthtulness, 
possessing the bou- 
quet and flavor that 
connoisseurs desire. 


“ Of the six Amert- 
can Champagnes 
exhibited at the 
Paris exposition of 
1900, the GREAT 
WESTERN was 


the only ome that 
receiv a GOLD 
MEDAL.” 


PLEASANT VALLEY 
WINE CO., 


Sole Makers, Rheims, N.Y. 
Seld by respectable wine 
dealers 


everywhere. 

















Remembrance is 
made lasting by 


Mrs. Hoo.iHan 
Pat do be gittin 











** No one Who smokes 


URBRUG'S 


ARCADIA 





MIXTURE 


could ever attempt to describe 
its delights.”’ 
Why? 
The Tobaccos are all aged; thoroughly 
seasoned, 


Age improves flavor; adds mildness; pre- 
vents biting. 
In the blending, seven countries, from 
ia to merica, are called upon. 
Made since 1876, 
Surbrug’s “ Arcadia” is in a class by itself 
—nothing so rich in flavor — so exhila- 





ratin ~ f, wality. A mild stimulant. 
The Delight, ‘The e when it dawns 
on you will be lasting. 


AT YOUR DEALER'S. 


| 

| 

| | THE SURBRUG CO., New York City 
| as 








A BIG BUNDLE OF BOOKS. 

Send one dollar and we will forward you a generous 
supply of back numbers of Lesiie’s Weexty—a most 
appetizing mental dinner— with an ample and appetizing 

| dessert of JupGes and other light reading. nice 
present for your country friends, a royal feast for your- 
| self, or a regular bonanza for the children on a rainy day. 

We will also send a so-cent bundle or a 25-cent bundle 
upon receipt of remittance. Address Judge Company, 

' aa5 Fourth Avenue, New York. 








AS SHE UNDERSTOOD IT. 

**Shure, Oi hov a suspicion me hoosband 
th’ shwelled t ead, fer div 
widout it hov his name painted on it." 


fil a thing he sends home 











The Supreme 
After-Dinner Cordial 


i 
| ‘auc Liouey DrsraLemes | 
“~timsTROM BROS 


ONCINMATL USA 





| LIQUEUR EAGLETTE 


An especially fine American product. ac. 
knowledged by connoisseurs to be unequalled 
here or abroad. As a delicious aid to diges. 
tion, and a cordial of delightful flavor, it js 
without a rival. A fitting finale to any feast, 

EAGLE LIQUEUR DISTILLERIES 
Rheinstrom Bros. Cincinnati, U.S, A. 











Mother (to small boy)—* Darling, | 
wish you would try to eat a little more. ? 





Darling - ‘You should never press 
children to eat, mother. I read that ina 
| book called ‘ Hints to Parents.’ "—/unch. 





| ROMEIKE’S Pres eating Burean wi 
send you all newspaper 
| clippings which may appear about you, your Iniends, 
or any subject on which you want to be *‘up to date. 
Every newspaper and periodical of importance in the 
United States and Europe is searched. ‘Terms, $5.00 for 
100 notices. Henry Romeixe, 33 Union 7 are, N.Y, 




















(iolden Anniversary Number 


LESLIE’S WEEKLY 


Combined with Christmas Number 
Thursday, December 14th 


i 





bearing the presents to the ‘ 
artist, Charles M. Russell. 
Child.” 


drawn by D. C. Hutchison. 


drawn by Louis Wai, 
ss Fifty 
‘‘ How Frank Leslie 
riet Quimby. 


M. Ilarvey. 


Becke r. 
++ Mrs. 


‘+ Christmas Up-to-Date,” 





The Golden Anniversary Number of Leslie’s WecKly will contain: 


A full-page drawing by Juoxeph Becker (the veteran war correspondent 
and artist of Leslie’s Weekly during the Civil War), of the special train 
Boys in Blue”’ 
‘* 4 Christmas Dinner on the Plains,” 
Double-page. 
Front cover in colors by B. Corey Kilvert, 


‘Upset by a Snow-drift—Laughable Incident of a Christmas Ride,” 


‘+ What Baby Wanted, and What He Got,” 
** Catland’s Santa Claus About To Make 
a famous English artist. 
Years of the World's Progress,” 
Started the 


a Christmas Eve Trip,” 
by Gilson Willets. 
First Illustrated Weekly,” by Har- 


«* American Journalism’s Most Wonderful Half Century,” by Charles 
‘An Artist's Interesting Recollections of Leslie's Weekly,” by Joseph 


Puffer’'s Freak Dinner,” Christmas story. 
- Mary Virginia's Christmas Playmate, 
poem by Jane Fraser. 
interesting features, making it the 

BEST OF THE HOLIDAY PUBLICATIONS 


in front of Richmond. 


drawn by the famous cowboy 


** Their First and Only 


cartoon by Hy Mayer. 


by J. L. Harbour. 
” by Maud Harmon Reed. 
And many other 








Contains an exact copy, fac-simile, of the first issue of 
Lesuie’s WEEKLY, December 14th, 1855. 
Everybody will want to keep this Rare and Unique Souvenir 

NOTHING ELSE LIKE IT IN EXISTENCE 
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3.30 P.M. Leave New York: 8.30 Next Morning Reach Chicago— NEW YORK CENTRAL 
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AFTER 


50 YEARS 


Unprecedented Popularity 


IS TODAY THE UNIVER- 

SAL FAVORITE AND THE 

BEST SELLING WHISKEY 
IN THE WORLD 


BurimorERYE 


BOTTLED BY 


WM LaNAHAN & SON 
BALTIMORE 


| 





Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltiniore, Md. 
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“What touched you most in connection 
with Mrs. Kitterbie’s sudden death ?” 
“The florist... I paid him nine dollars 


fora bunch of flowers that could 
be seen at the funeral.” 


hardly 
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HE TIED UP HER SHOE. 
(Merely a near-triolet. 
I tied up her shoe 
Folks said it was shocking ! 
The color? Sky blue. 
— I tied up her shoe, 
There was naught else to do— 
"Twas an open-work stocking. 
I tied up her shoe— 
Folks said it was shocking ! 
-Milwaukee Sentinel. 


A DECLARATION. 

A London broker, a German Jew, had 
his hat tipped over his face by another of | 
the same race. A few hours later the | 
same friend met the broker and attempted 
}to repeat his clever jest. The latter | 
drew away and, raising his hand, said | 
austere’y, 

** Look here, mine friendt! To play I 
do not mind sometime, but always, 
never.” 








If you need a bracer in the morning try a 
glass of soda and a little of Abbott’s Angostura 
Bitters. You will ‘be surprised how it will 
brighten you up. 








OUGHT TO BE HAPPY. 


Towne —** | hear Marryat and his bride | 
lare no longer living at that boarding- 
house of yours.” 

Browne— No; they’ve gone to house- 
| keeping.” 

Jowne—“ Ah! Their home life now 
will bring them much closer together, 
and” 

Browne—“ You bet it will! They've 
taken a flat."—oston Advertiser. 








A JCINER. 

«It seems to me,” said Mrs. Oldcastle, | 
“that in these days there is no hope for 
the min who lacks initiative.” 

“I know it,” replied her _ hostess. | 
*Tnat must be one reason why Josiah 


|has such wonderful success. He gets 
|in .iated in something new nearly every 


weck.” —Chicago Record- ‘terald. 


DURING THE PAST SIXTY YEARS 


Mrs. Winstow’s SooruinG Syrup has been used for 
over SIXTY YEARS by MILLIO..S of MOTHERS 
for their CHILDREN WHILE TEETHING, WITH 
PERFECT SUCCESS. It SOOTHES the CHILD, 
SOFTENS the GUMS, ALLAYS ALL PAIN, CURES 
WIND COLIC, and is the best remedy for DIAR- 
RHCEA. Sold by Druggists in every part of the work 1. 
Be sure and ask for “ Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup”’ 
and take no other kind. ‘I'wenty-five cents a bottle. 














Lea & Perrins’ 
Sauce 


THE or NAL WORCESTERSHIRE 


The Peerless 
Seasoning 


All the family derive a lasting 
benefit from a well seasoned dish. 
The perfection of seasoning for 
most dishes is 

LEA & PERRINS’ SAUCE. 
Cold Meats, Baked Beans, Welsh 
Rarebit, Fried Oysters, Frenci. 
Dressing and Pot Pies are made 
more enjoyable by its proper use. 


John Duncan’s Sons, Agents, New York, 





““WORTH LOOKING INTO” 


is the marvelous little Gillette Safety Razor. A unique and practical device made for the comfort of 
men who shave. Its friends are /egion and its success is fhenomenal, Hundreds of thousands in 
use. It’s a real pleasure to give a “Gillette” to a friend who shaves, tor his pleasure and com- 
fort will be like the “‘ Gillette ” itself—everlasting. 


STANDARD SET—TRIPLE SILVER-PLATED HOLDER 
SPECIAL SET—QUADRUPLE GOLD-PLATED HOLDER 
In Velvet-Lined Cases 


fon w= IDEAL HOLIDAY GIFT 


Each Razor Set has 12 thin, a. highly tempered, 
and keen double-edged blades. ‘These blades are 
sharpened and ground by a secret process. 


12 New Double-edged Blades, $1.00 


24 Sharp Edges. Each Blade giving from 
20 to 40 Smvoth and Delightful Shaves. 


Exact size of a Gillette blade. N 0 H 0 N I N G—N 0 STRU P Pi | G 


Ask your dealer for the ** Gillette.” He can procure it for you. Accept no substitute. 








WARNING! The Gillette Patent No. 775,124 covers all razors having a thin 
detachable blade requiring means for holding and stiffening, but not requiring 
stropping or honing by the user. Beware of infringements. 


Write to-day for our interesting booklet which explains our 30-day Free 
Trial Offer. Most dealers make this offer; if yours does not, we will. 


GILLETTE SALES COMPANY, 1163 Times Bullding, 42d $1. and Broodwoy, NEW YORK 


Gillette S2%tv 


rHE “SOHMER” HEADS THE EXPERIENCED MAN, 











LIST OF THE HIGHEST She—*Is my hat on straight ?” 
GRADE PIANOS He—* | presume it is on the way you 


want it. It is not on horizontal.”—Som- 
erville Fournal, 


COOK’S 
Fyfe cunmrnint 





SOHMER 
PIANOS 


Sohmer Building,  Qniy salcroom 





Sth Ave.. cor 22d St. York granted hig! st award over all 
makes at the World’s Fair. Foreign 
SURPRISED, BUT NOT SHOCKED. Champagnes cos vice as much 
Mr. and Mrs. Julius Hoeper, west of! [22a ttraeestataengamalsl its to pay 
town, were pleasantly surprised Thursday | [Rtammneste ship . freis yn them. 
by the arrival of a girl baby at their SERVED EVERYWhi RE 
home.—New Bremen (O82): Sun. AMERICAN WINE CO. 8T. Luis 























Dr. Scott’s Electric Hair Brush #322" 


My brush promotes blood cireulation in the scalp—thus not mae —- strong and 
healtiny the hair you have, bats imulating the growth of more. Made or purust seler ‘ted br # 
tles— wire breaks the hair and injenre the scalp. Instead of roughing and 
tearing the hair as the ordinary brush does, my brush keeps the hair soft 
aud silky, and its regniar use isa positive tonic. It brings hair health. 
relieves dundraff and is soothing for nervovs headsches, Price @1.00 
—— Insist on the gennine Dr. Scott’s—all better class stores carry 
; if for any reason yours fails to supply you write direct. 
Dr. GEO. A. SCOTT (Est. 1878) 870 BROADWAY, N.Y 













My book on the Hair mailed free. Opportu ity stili open for afew Responsible Agents. 

















THE ELECTROTYPING OF ALL OF 


HALF-TONE WORK A SPECIALTY 


‘JUDGE"’ PUBLICATIONS IS DONE BYS==—— 


WILLE & SAAM 


134 AND 136 WILLIAM 





STREET, NEW YORK 


ESTIMATES CHEERFULLY FURNISHED 













Pears’ Soap beautifies the complexion, keeps the hands 
white and imparts a constant bloom of freshness to the skin. 


4" Rights Secured 
Pears’ Annual jor 1905 with 117 illustrations and three large Presentation Plates. The best Annual published—without any doubt, 

















OLKS who don’t believe in Santa Claus 
need not worry. The poor old mythical 
person is having a hard time of it without 
their crusade and will be worn out and 
dead soon enough. To begin with, he is up 
against it in the matter of the modern city. 
— The old rural setting is gone. A foot of 
snow on the ground, a roaring wind howl- 

ing down out of the woods or mountains and shouting 
- round the big, lonely house—that fits old Santa and 
makes him look reasonable. But his bunch of reindeer 
don’t seem to match up with a sloppy, mushy street, where 
the trolley hummeth mernly, and anon the auto chuggeth 
through the slush. Even the children get disgusted and 
give him up. 

Then there is the chimney. The old wide chimney 
where the swallow camped and with the wind made eerie 
noises in the night fairly demanded a Santa Claus. When 
the wind sucked up the roaring flames from among the logs 
and the shadows leaped across the ceiling and made fan- 
tastic, fleeting shapes dance upon the walls, and the snow 
pelted the window-panes, and out at the barn the dogs 
barked while the white wraith of the storm moved across 
the meadows, then Santa Claus could come with some 
show of reason. But where is he now, with all our mod- 
ern conveniences ? How would he crawl up through the 
register in the floor, even if he could get down a three-by- 
four pot-chimney and through the furnace! And worse 
yet, how would he ever, ever work his way through the 
radiator! Think of Santa Claus squirming up through the 
hot-water pipes into the tenth-floor flat! The flat itself is a 
discourager sufficient to kill off the old saint from the north. 

























Never fear, folks; Kriss Kringle will die out of our 
stuffy little steam-heated world soon enough. It takes a 
powerful imagination to keep him here now. In fact, to 
tell the children the old Santa Claus story seems so much 
like lying, so unreasonable, so out of keeping with the 
facts, that many have given it up long ago. 

But in spite of all, and even if we must lie about it, 
folks, don’t be in too big a hurry to rush the old saint of 
childhood to the exits. Some lies are a million times better 
than the truth—as some dry-as-dust conceives it—and for 
ourselves we don’t propose to let Santa Claus go until we 
have to. We are going to insist that somewhere in that 
most useless spot on the footstool, the North Pole, the big, 
white-whiskered, jolly gent on the night before Christmas 
will load up that wonderful sleigh and hitch those beautiful 
reindeer to it and crack his whip and away they will go, 
running with the night winds that will whistle desolately 
over many a wintry waste. We are going to claim that 
somehow he clambers through, reindeer, sleigh and all, 
and even gets into the tenth-floor flat with the steam-heat, 
where little pale faces dream of his coming. We shall . 
maintain against all comers that the jolly saint goes laugh- 
ing round the world in a single night, and the child who 
does not hear his bells and dream of the blustering old 
gent who fills the great cold whiteness of the outdoor earth 
with his gentle love and kindly thoughtfulness has missed 
something that will leave him poorer than he has a right 
to be. We shall do this because the myth in its folly is 
wiser than the wisdom that declaims against it. We 
prefer to believe that there is somebody besides ourself 
afoot on Christmas night, and every night, for that matter, 
with kindly intent toward all that sleep. 
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As he stepped from the tug at 


E WAS a solemn-looking man. 
Cherbourg on to the deck of the St. Louis, he shook himself, as 


if to cast trom him the last remaining specks of the dust of Europe. 


“When do we reach New York ?” he demanded of the second 
steward in passing. 

“Saturday morning, nine-thirty, God willing !” replied the second 
steward. 


‘‘Hope He is,” muttered the solemn-looking man, and disap- 
peared into the depths. 

Early next morning I came across him on the promenade deck. 
He was smoking a long cigar. Every now and again he would take 
it from between his lips ; would regard it for a few moments with an 
expression of intense disgust, and then replace it. 

I said to him, “* And how do you like Europe ?” 

“ Eu-ropfe /” he answered, with the accent on the “rope.” “I 
can exist, sir, without seeing Eu-rope again for the rest of my natural 
life!" It was clear that in some way he was angry with Europe. 

** What has she been doing to you ?” I queried. 


“ Doing ?” he retorted. ‘ Europe has not, I should say, been 


doing anything to anybody 
for a considerable time, and 





a 
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maybe they light a pipe and have a stroll around the garden, come in 
and talk about the roses, or get in a bit of exercise with the lawn- 
mower.” 

‘I called on a man one day,” he said, “‘at ten minutes past one. 
They told me he had just that minute gone out to lunch, I said I'd 
wait. They gave me a paper and fixed me up in an easy-chair. 
I waited there, sir, from ten past one until five-and-twenty past two, 
Why, 
I expected to see him come back 


An hour and a half that man was feeding ! in America we'd 
have fed for a month in the time. 

looking like a balloon ; but no, sir; back he came looking no fatter 
than when I had seen him three hours earlier. 
curious — what did he have for lunch? Why, an American, sir, 
would have put himself outside that amount under the three minutes !” 


‘‘ They choose something they like, 


I put it to him—4 was 


“You're quite right,” I said. 
and just sit there and enjoy it, and afterward they talk to one another 
It’s our way.” 

«if, when I called on a man, he 


By Jove! they'll be fanning them- 


about things that interest them. 
«Another time,” he continued, 
hadn't gone out to tea! Tea, sir! 
selves next, and carrying smelling-salts! At five o’clock they go 
home—shut up for the day, sir, and go home !” 
Hardly seems worth while being born, to do a little bit of work 


like that, does it?” I suggested. He agreed with me. 

His idea was that after such a life as that, you’d hardly know 
when you were dead—the difference would be so slight. 
" I said, “ what time do you get to business ?” 

“Eight o'clock, sir!” 
he answered; ‘“‘summer and 
winter; that’s what I’ve 


«Tell me, 





Europe, sir, is in a 
that’s 
with 


won't! 
comatose condition ; 
what's the matter 
her.” 

“We go a bit slower 
I admitted. 
call it 
‘ fast,’”” 
« T reckon 


than you do,” 

“TI shouldn't 
*‘ going 
he made reply. 
it's just standing still wait- 
ing for the judgment day ! 
I called the first morning I 
got over upon one of your 
business men. I called at 
eight o'clock, but I didn’t 
get an answer. The first 
thought I had that 
maybe he was dead, but a 
milkman—the only living 
thing in the street unless you 
count cats 


slow,’ or 


was 


suggested my 
coming back at nine. At 
a quarter past nine I found 
what with you passes for a 
boy, 


He suggested my 


smoking a cigarette. 
looking 
in again at ten. Zen 
o'clock in the 
Christopher Columbus! 
Ten o'clock was that man's 


idea of the time to begin 


morning / 


work,” 
) “ They're most of them 
the same,” I said. “ They 


get up about eight and have 








| done for forty years, and 
that’s what I'll do—please 
God—till I die !” 

“« What time do you get 
home ?” I asked. 

“Well,” he mused, 
“that’s uncertain — some- 
times it may be eight— 
sometimes ten—sometimes, 
if we are busy, a bit later.” 

“Sundays?” I sug- 
gested. 

“Sundays,” 
ed. “Some people don’t 
hold with it, but, myself, I 
could never see the harm in 
honest work. It’s a quiet 
day with us, and I generally 
reckon to get through with 
my correspondence on Sun- 


” 





he answer- 


days. 

“ Holidays ?” 

“Holidays! We don’t 
take them in our country. 
This is the first holiday I've 
tried for forty years, and 
never again—they don't 
suit me—they ain't in my 
blood !” 

“When do you Ameri- 





your wives and 
I asked him. 
day, 


cans see 
families ?” 

“ Thanksgiving 
or else at Christmas,” he 
said ; “at least I do; I al- 


FWP 








a quiet breakfast with the 
wife and children, 





Then “**l can exist, sir, without seeing Eu-rope again for the rest of my natural life! 


* \ ways make a point of it!” 











of 


@ a —. 





NORTHERN bard is worried hard 
to do a Christmas chant on 
The style affected overmuch by Mr. Frank L. 
Stanton ; 
And, sooth to say, a southern lay conduces to 
embarrass 
A yankee poet who is not a Joel Chandler Harris. 
*Tis hard to write of “ Weihnachtzeit,” as they would say 
in German, 
A Christmas song that might be done by Mr. Victor Her - 
mann ; 
Yet. Christmas time inspires rhyme without its perfect 
reason, 
Aad this might be the way those three would treat the 
Christmas season: { 


Fr—k L. St—nt—n. 
L 
HRIS’MUS am a-comin’, 
Comin’ mighty soon, 
Ready, dar, believers, 
*Possum an’ de ’coon. 


Il, 
Yah’s a invitation, 











Chris’mus am a-comin’, 
Gwine to Chris’mus dinneh! 
2. 
= @ J—1 Ch—d—r H—r—+. 
E CUNNEL am a gen’l’man so ve’y fine 
an’ gran’, 
De gran’est an’ de fines’ in de whole, en- 
tiah lan’. 
an’ dat’s a fac’. 
He good to all at Chris’rhus time, de 
white folks an’ de black. 
\ yo’ got to come 
\ Fo’ de ’possum an’ de rabbit an’ de 
‘ puddin’ made o’ plum. — 


Sho’ as Ah’m a sinneh! 
He weah a grea’ big hat an’ grea’ big coat 
A lettah fo’ yo’ cunnel. Missy say 
3. 


V—ct—r A. H——n. 
NCLE RUFUS ridin’ on de ol’ gray mule, 
er) Hush-a-by, mah ff’1 black chil’! 
Bringin’ tidin’ ob de time ob Yule, 
Hush-a-by, mah Ii’1 black chil’! 
Chris’mus am a-comin’, shut yo’ eyes an’ sleep, 
Slumbeh fru de night-time, slumbeh sof’ an’ deep. 
Black angels watch oveh pickaninnies keep. 
Hush-a-by, mah li'l black chil’! 


FRANKLIN 'P. ADAMS. 
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THE GIRL-CRAZE, 
HERE have the women gone? 


Or where 


Shall I a woman find 

In verse, in prose, in picture fair 
As once they were enshrined ? 

Girls—only girls—are now the rage 
On poster, ad. and sign 

Girls, by the score, on printed page 
A girl for every line. 


Girls, with strange offerings—of soap, 


Flour, hair-dye, phosphates, milk, 
Typewriter, mattress, motor, rope, 


Cheese, door-screens, spools of silk. 







































A girl with cap, a girl with hat, 
A girl with braid and curl, 

Belt, mantle, skirt—no matter what— 
As long as it’s a girl! 


Her smiling teeth, her dimples sweet, 
Her ankle’s fluff of lace, 

The daub of powder on her cheek, 
Her garter-strap in place ; 

Her naked arm, her shoulder bare, 
Her fot in slipper small, 

Her waist in corset chic—these are 
Her poses—but—not a/// 


Now, could these girls maturer grow 
Afiid get some sort of sense, 
It might relieve our minds—for, oh ! 


The tension, now, is tense! 


And, since we're not all boys—since we, 
A few of us, are men— 
Would we could read of, meet, or see 


A woman once again! 


SANTA’S HARD LUCK, 


6¢] )ID you get along all right ?” 

asks Mrs. Claus when Santa 
drives into the barn-yard with his 
reindeers along about noon, Christ- 
mas. 

“Splendidly—all except in one 
town. They ran me out of there.” 

“Ran you out ?” 

“Yes. Some of the citizens saw 
me and thought I was Andrew 
Carnegie and that I was about to 
give them another library building 
to maintain.” 








THE SMART SET SANTA CLAUS. 








GRAND LARCENY. 


He—*‘ Suppose | steal a kiss ?”’ 

Sue—*‘ Oh, that would be only petty larceny |"’ 
He—‘* And suppose | steal a hundred ?"’ 
Sxue—*‘ Oh, that would be grand, of course,”’ 






ba 
a. 





COPYRIGHT 1904 BY JUDGE COMPANY PUBLISHERS Sackett & Wilhelms Litho & Ptg Co.NewYork 
225 RTH AVE. NEW YORK 


A CHRISTMAS SURPRISE FOR SANTA IN BUGLAND. 


Buc Santa CLaus—*! 


Goodness, gracious! what am | up against ? 


| never thought about these centipedes having so many feet.’ 


PO 0 SSEEDSZS”"”"-"=-=EE 

















Nervy Nat—*‘' Christmas night in Liverpool! Not a cent did! get to- 
day. Yes, on second thoughts, one. A pastry-cook whose tarts | was exam- 
ining—er—‘ handed me one!’ Accry has gone upin the waste places of my 
being. demanding food or a durned good substitute. Ah, what ho! in the 
middie distance It looks like a butcher's understudy bearing a fowl aloft!” 


| 




















3. 
Nervy Nat—‘‘ Will you have the goodness to get your cook to cook this 
goose, madam ?” 
Cook Oi’m cook, sor!"’ 


Nervy Nat—‘ Well, now, who would have believed it! Just fancy a 
lovely ladylike creature like yourself being cook. You're just fooling now, 
own up!” 

Coox—‘*‘ Oi fancy you are ‘avin’ me on a bit of string, sor, but ’0o could 
resist you? Come in, sor.”’ 











5. 
Orricer Stimm—*‘ Sorry, mum. but I've traced a stolen goose to this 
house.”’ 
Cook AND MAID—‘‘ Lawks!” 
Nervy Nat—‘‘ Mr. Officer, your investigations have gone as far as is 


decently possible. Allow me to compliment your clever detective work | 
shall certainly see to it personally that you are recommended for promotion. 
The bird in debate is like ‘all Gaul,’ if you remember your Cesar, divided in 
three parts ” 


NAT HAS GOOSE FOR CHRISTMAS. 




















Nervy Nat—‘‘ A touchdown, egad! Come to popper! The lad should 
be thankful to me for taking a load off his mind. Well, this is a bouncer. 
Bet it was going to the lord mayor's. But as the silly bird isn’t dressed yet 
it’s no business to be out!” 








4. 


Coox—‘‘ To think, Ellen, ’e took me fer the missus! Ain’t that a com- 
pliment for you? Keep ’is glars filled with that stout, now moind! The goose 
is near done.” 

Nervy Nat—‘“‘ Here’s glancing at you, my dears! 
have a goose of your own in the near future."’ 


And may each of you 
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6. 

Orricer Stimm—‘‘ That goose was intended for his worship the lord 
mayor!’’ 

Nervy Nat—‘‘ Remarkable coincidence, officer. 1 guessed that much. 
Your lord mayor is a man of excellent judgment, and if you think he would 
take it in the right spirit i'll go round with you now to his house and tell him 
what a bully judge of geese he is " 











MEMOIRS OF A BABY. 


ORES first parents are always more 
novel and interesting than the 
sets acquired afterward, in the-exgi- 
nary course of divorce, and conse- 
quently come in for more attention. 
ment when I asked the nurse and she said, ** Twins ! 


Never shall I forget my excite- 
You have a 
mother and a father. 

I closely scanned the faces of both the darlings, but I failed to 
discover any resemblance to myself. True, my father was somewhat 
bald and red, but I should hate to think I looked like that, and none 
save my worst enemy dared to insinuate it. I am laying for that 
man, and shall get hunks some day. 

Regarding my mother, our features are entirely unlike, but I do 
believe that her singing voice is similar to mine. Nevertheless, | 
must admit that my father has habits dear to myself. For instance, 
he will invariably suck his thumb after tacking down the carpet, but 


he cannot derive much pleasure from it, as the expression of his face 


is positively agonizing. I have also heard nurse say that every time 
he opens his mouth he puts his foot in it, though I have never seen 
him perform the feat myself. 

One experience I want to relate for the benefit of other babies 
who are apt to misjudge their parents. I was walking with my father 
at about two o'clock in the morning when he suddenly flew into a 
rage, hopping about on one foot and giving vent to smothered cries. 
I ran over in my mind what he had eaten for supper, but the harmless 
Welsh rarebit could not have hurt him, so only the common-sense 
I looked down and of course found the tack 
Thus, indeed, the apparent tantrums 


explanation remained. 
in the little darling’s footum. 
of a new father are often caused by tacks instead of temper. 

JOSEPH DIDN’T ASKEM. 


THE CHRISTMAS SKATERS. 


O for the ring o’ the rhythmic steel 
On the crisp December air ! 

Room for the knights o’ the wingéd heel 
And a truce to gloomy care ! 


With a winter-maid beside you—oh ! 
And a dimpled hand to hold, 

Oh, what can you of foreboding know, 
Or the glamour of hoarded gold ? 


Over—and under—the grape-vine swing, 
While your dancing hearts keep time, 

Merrily onward you glide and sing 
Together the skaters’ rhyme ! 


Away! Where the river-floor gleams white ! 
Arace! For an eager mile! 
The rapture of struggle is our delight 
And the prize is Beauty’s smile ! 
BRNEST NEAL LYON, 
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FORGIVING. 


‘Is she of a forgiving nature ?”’ 
‘Very. She even forgives her friends for the Christmas presents they give her.”’ 


GOING HOME FOR CHRISTMAS. THE GLADSOME BELLS. 

HE rattle of the coaches say 6s] )O YOU enjoy hearing the gladsome Christmas bells ?” we ask of 
«I'm going. going home to-day.” our friend who has retired from business pursuits. 

December blooms as blithe as May ; 


F eye , “ id last year, and that's the truth.” 
The wind’s shriek is a roundelay, I did year, and that's ¢ ‘ 


«I'm going, going home to-day, “They had a joyous sound then ?” 
Going home for Christmas.” «I should say they had. They were the fire-bells, and my stock 
of unsold but heavily-insured Christmas stuff was burned.” 

The snowflakes dance and cry ‘‘ Hurray! 
He’s going, going home to-day.” 
The skies are blue, or skies are gray, TOMMY SEEKS ENLIGHTENMENT. 
And life is work, or life is play ; Tommy Figgjam—* Paw ?” 
Who cares? I’m going home to-day, mi 


7 . iw Figgjam—* Yes, my son. 
Going home for Christmas. Pi SSI" ne 


Tommy Figgjam— Were wooden-legged people the originators 
My foot beats time, my pulses play of the empty-stocking club ?” 
** I'm going, going home to-day.” 
Care turns her back and speeds away, 
Love smiles upon me light and gay ; 
I’m going, going home to-day, 
Going home for Christmas. 





Oh, fate may bring me bells, or bay, 
But I—I'm going home to-day. 
And fortune say me yea, or nay, 
And fame deny me, or delay, 
But mistletoe and holly say 
‘+ I'm going, going home to-day, 
Going home for Christmas.” 
EDMUND VANCE COOKE. 


THE WAY IT STARTS. 

Citticus (dining down town to avoid smoking his 
gift cigars)—** What was the first thing crooked you ever 
noticed about Gonrong ?” 

Witticus —** His elbow.” 


+ a 


* 


THOSE DEAR GIRLS! 





\ da 
Grace—*“ They say that Miss Fortyodde was named Wi pu 3 : 
after her aunt Georgiana.” Li PL A 
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Gwendolyn— She looks as if she was named before ; 
her aunt Georgiana.” \t 


A SURE CURE, 
HEN you sit smoking in your room 
And feel so tired and blue, 
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And so awfully, awfully lonesome HARD TIMES. 
That you don’t know what to do, Para Storx—‘‘ Why do you come here begging? Go out and earn your living.”’ 
Reach over, gently turn the wick, Tramp Storx—"' Please, sir, | have been all up and down Fifth avenue and never 









And let your lamp smoke, too. HARRY VAN DEMARK. got a single order."’ 



















































THE PURPLE-NOSED MAN’S SCHEME GOES WRONG. course there were some disappointments and estrangements owing to 
«sAAY wife's been cured of one thing, and | of another,” said the our sending a twenty-cent pen- wiper, that Cousin Millie had given me 


man with the purple wart on his nose. the previous year, to Aunt Alberta, who had given us a two-dollar 
« Yes ?” interrogated the man with the loose toupee. sofa-pillow, and other such little discrepancies as that, but in the 
“ Youbetchee,” said he of the purple wart. ‘“She’s been cured main the plan worked well—better than you would think.” 
of expecting me to have anything to do with selecting Christmas pres- “That's fine, indeed,” said the loose-locked gentleman, with a 
ents for our friends, and I’ve been cured of sigh of relief that betokened his belief that 


the spirit of willingness to accommodate the story was ended. 


her, even if she did make such a fool 
request of me.” 

The man with the adjustable 
hair showed so little interest 
that the other kept right on 
with his story. 

«You see, we have 
a lot of close ones that 
send us things every 
year that cost them 
anywhere from forty- 
eight cents to a dol- 
lar and a quarter per, 
and expect us to send 
back something from 
two-fifty up to ten. 
Well, we made a reso- 











‘But the whole thing got queer- 
ed,” went on he of the nasal adorn 
ment. — 

“Yes ?” this time in alarm 

“Sure it did. My wife 
went away one Christ- 
mas and left me with 
the list of things to 
give, and the names 
of the people who had 
sent ’em last year. I 
lost the list, and, as 
bad luck would nave 
it, sent back to each 
person the very same 
thing he had sent the 
year before. Wow!" 
lution a few years ago STRICKLAND W. GILLILAN. 
—necessarily, from a 


FOR A LIVE BOY. 
FTER all, unless 

boy nature has 
changed since we 
were on the ground 
personally, the best 
present in the eyes of 

a boy is a knife. Ah! 
how well we remem- 
ber the Barlow knife 
that gladdened our 
eyes on that Christ- 
mas morning some 
centuries ago, It 
seems now as if it 
was about nine hundred 
and seventeen years ago, 
but it may not have been that 
long. Probably by the calendar 
< it was only nine hundred and 
twelve. Anyway, that Barlow was a 

joy. We got a pine board and began 
at once to be perfectly happy. Wé can see 


financial standpoint 
—to give back pre: 
ents that cost just 
what the ones we re- 
ceived cost as near- 
ly as possible. Now, 
it isn’t the person who 
sends the forty-eight- 
cent present who is 
careless about leav- 
ing the price - mark 
on, is it? No. So 
we were put to it for 

a means of carrying 
out our resolution, 
until we hit upon a 
brilliant scheme: None 
of our presents were things 

we needed or could use. Most 

of them, having no labels, were 
useless mysteries to us. We were 
afraid to use them for what they seem- 
ed fitted for, lest the givers might hap- 


pen in some time and catch us using them oe the long clean shavings now, as they curled 
‘ “ » ~f 

for the wrong thing. So they remained care- SANTA CLAUS A LA KNABENSHUE. up over our hand. To this day the faint feel- 

fully embalmed in chiffonier drawers and else- ing comes to us that we felt when we realized that 


where. Our idea that saved us was to re-label the gifts each year with our brand-new knife we had nearly cut off our thumb. Ah! 
and send out the same presents that we had before received, thus those beautiful days when a knife and a little boy with one finger 
assuring ourselves that at least the total of the cost of the receipts almost missing were all that was needed to make a perfect Christ- 
was as great as the total of the outlay. See? And we really saved mas! Will such ever come again? 

money—the first cost of the present. See? By dropping out entire- 


ly one year we started our system and it worked admirably. Of AFTER Christmas even the tallest man will be short. 
Sackett & Wilhelms Litho & Pt Co. NewYork 
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SAMMY'S JUMBO STOCKING AND WHAT CAME OF If 
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Sammy—*‘ Gee, but ain't this a whopper. I've sewed together ‘bout all Tue cat—*‘ That mouse is my meat. Just watch me do the trick now.” 
the stockings there are in the house, | guess. Now I'll go to bed.” 
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3. 4. 
THe poc—* Here’s where | get that cat. I've been laying for the (From inside the Jumbo stocking)—** Bow-wow-wow-meow-ow-w-w-squeak- 
critter for weeks.” squeak-ow-meow-spit-zip-fts | °’ 
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5. 6. 
Santa Craus—‘' I've seen many a Christmas stocking in my time, but Santa Craus—‘‘ Help! Murder! Sufferin’ tcm-cats and blue blazes 
here's where I'm stumped. That stocking is having a row with itself. | What's up, any way?" 





will investigate." Sammy—*‘ Great Caesar's ghost! | wonder what Santa has brought me ?”’ 








THE MESSAGE, ° 
S= was 2 spinster of years uncertain ; faith, we had better draw the curtain and not print it here 
-how old. We'll simply say she was mighty nifty, full a decade one side of fifty, possessed of a 
wad of gold. 

He was a bachelor bald and portly, widely known for his ways so courtly, fond of the girls as 
well; had a house for a ball-room revel, kept a yacht and a fast red devil, lived in a way right swell. 

A rumor had it, in bygone ages only hinted by village sages, they had been lovers true; troth 
eternal had firmly plighted, something strange had their romance blighted, nobody ever knew. 

What was it could have forever broken happy prospects and fond words spoken, busted Dan 
Cupid's game? Could it be she had vainly waited, hoped for a message long belated—a message that 
never came? 

Could it be when the years had mellowed she would discover them old and yellowed, lines that her 
hand bespoke? Could they be in the post-box hidden, the letter-box by her pa forbidden, down by 
the hollow oak ? ; 

Nay, alas! for the romance shattered ; weep, alack! for the legend battered ; ‘twasn’t the way at 
all. She was the victim of new contrivance, electricity’s sly connivance, causing her dreams to fail. 

Hark! who comes with a step so lagging, up the highway, his slow teet dragging, weary and 
tired to boot? It is the telegram, long expected, cause of sorrow and love rejected, thirty-five years en 
route. 

All of the rest is easy sledding ; yes, of course there occurred a wedding, happiness long deferred. 

For the moral we simply mention—it is worthy of your attention 
—better not wire The Word. 






























Dyer— A fellow spends a lot of money for Christ- 
mas presents, and what has he to show for it ?” 
Dueli—“ Pawn tickets, usually.” 





THE LOST PARADISE. 
| WONDER if she only was to blame, 
. And if my pride was worth the price I paid? 
; I cannot think she bears another’s name, 
That on some other’s breast her cheek is laid t 
The world is not the world it was to be— 
I wonder if somewhere she waits for me? 


p--~ ..-1 wonder if in pensive loneliness 

rs Sieh She ever pictures to herself the joy 

=. ©* That I, when Christmas bells ring out, cunfess 
=". I foolishly provoked her to destroy ? 

© I wonder if she ever hears the calls 

)Of-dear dream-children float through empty halls ? 


‘¢annot think of her on Christmas day 

As giving to some other loyal cheer ; 

There must be one, when love sweeps hate away, 
- “Whose footstep still she half expects to hear : 

er if somewhere she waits for me 

swéet dream-children playing at her knee? 


S. BE. KISER. 
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GLORY SONG FROM DIXIE, 
ITE fokes fightin’ in de Noff, 
Heah dem whoop en hollah ; 
Teah dey vehy fingahs off 

Foh de mighty dollah. 
Worry, flurry! ebhy day 

Seems to me so funny ; 
What’s de rumpus, enyway— 
Money! Money !” 


‘¢ Bulls en beahs,” de kernal say— 
De kernal takes de papahs ; 

‘¢ But thank de Lawd ol’ Dixie lan’ 

Doan cut sech foolish capahs.” 


Way up Noff de blizzahd blow, 
Freeze de fiel’ en ribbah ; 
Coal so high et break yo’ sho’, 
Den yo’ shake en shibbah. 
Flouah risin’ ebhy day, 
So am beef en bacon, 
Thank de Lawd det Ah kin stay 
Sumwhaih souf ob Macon. 


Red-eyed herring in de keg, 
Pumpkin in de lof; 

Demijohn behin’ de do’, 
Keep me fum de Noft. 


What's de use foh us to go 
Huntin’ foh de dollah? 
Raccoon in de sycamo’ 
*Possum in de hollah. 
Wil’ goose in de bakin’-pan 
Fat clean to his gizzahd ; 
* Cum erlong to Dixie lan’— 
Hurry fum de blizzahd ! 


Cohn en hawg en hominy, 
Nuff to fill each mouf ; 

En Marsy Roosy singin’— 
Halleluyu to de Souf! 


VICTOR A. HERMANN. 
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KITTY’S COOKING. 
ITTY'’S preparing our evening meal, 
I know, for the chimney is smoking ; 









Kitty is busy—too busy, I feel, 
To stand any kidding or joking. 












Kitty can’t be on the side-porch to greet 
Her husband, who’s hurrying fast down the street. 
For Kitty is busy . . . She’s burning the meat! 
I hear her now, coughing and choking. 












Kitty ’s now shaving the singed apple pie 

(I hear the knife scrape ere I see her), 
Kitty is letting the beans scorch—oh, my! 
Not for the world would I be her! 









Kitty’s blue eyes are wet with salt tears. 
Crying about it? Nay, banish your fears, 
It’s only peeled onions, not grief, it appears. 








(For giving me them T must fee her !) 








Kitty has finished our evening meal, 
And yet, I am such a mean sinner, 
That when it is served I really don’t feel 

As if I could call it a winner. 















She looks at me, frowns —throws her apron away, 
Picks up her hat, and together we stray 
Down the street to a nice, quiet little café 

And purchase a ready-made dinner ! 

























JACK APPLETON, A PRECAUT.ONARY MEASURE. 
VAIN MAN! Then bluffly to her, and short. 
T® EY were very, very fond of each other. So tond! “Yes. Personally. On business. Good-evening !” 
They were almost inseparable, for they were engaged—she the - He turned to go. 
clinging, soulful creature ; he the masterful, protecting one. “She is touched! Her vain pride is breaking down!” he mur- 
Then, ah, me! a lovers’ tiff; a quarrel! They parted in anger. mured, hugging the thought to himself. 
They were too proud to make it up. He went slowly down the steps. 
Two whole days passed by. She spoke. 
Then he remembered that he had important business with her “ Pardon me,” said she, “ but ” 
father. At his house. He rang the bell. It was answered. How Was there a quaver in her voice ? 
he started! She had answered the bell. He stopped. 
“Ah!” and his speech was haughty. “Is your father in ?” He half turned to meet her and forgive. 
“No, sir,” and she was calm. “ He is not in at present, sir. Did “Pardon me,” said she, ‘but who shall I tell him it was that 
you wish to see him personally ?” called ?” aD wort. 
“She is yielding!” a —— 


Mother—* Willie, 
didn’t you hear me 


was his thought. “She , 













yearns for forgiveness !" / 
—— 






ees call you to come into 

(Pf) c AT the house when you 

— galr\l “\\ {\ were running after 
that fire-engine ?”’ 





Willie—« N-no, 
mamma. I guess I was 
running faster than 
the sound traveled !”" 












NOT SO BAD. 





Sue—*' | hear you had a pretty bad cold.”’ 
He—‘* Huh! wasn tso bad. It kept me out of school two weeks while mom was gittin’ ther Christmas things ready.”’ 
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1. 2. 
Mr. Barctay—‘* Thank goodness, | didn't miss my train! In two Mr Barctay—“‘ Say, Billy, what's the trouble? We don't seem 
hours I'll be home. Won't Emmaline and the kids throw fits when they to be moving.” 
see these things! Presents for all of "em! Hurray for Christmas!" Conpuctor Bitty—‘' We ain’t, Mr. Barclay. And what’s more, 


we wont move till we get dug out 0’ thissnow, We're twenty miles 
from a station and ina snow-drift; the wires are down and here weare!"’ 




















3. 4. 
Mr. BarcLay—“‘ It’s getting frightfully cold; I'll have to put on Mr. Barctay—‘‘ Well, good-night, Billy; hope they'll rescue us 
the squirrel coat! got for Emmaline; and as you say we'll have to stay by morning. | hate to think of eating that rubber doll | got for baby, 
here all night we'll have to eat the turk and the mince-pie | was for breakfast. It's either that or the felt slippers for Gertie."’ 


bringing home.”’ 
Conpuctor Bitty—*‘ It’s a shame, Mr. Barclay; but it can't be 
helped. ”’ 
































‘ 6. 
Conpucror Buty—‘‘ Well, merry Christmas! We're moving. Mr. BarcLtay—‘* Merry Christmas!"’ 
Snow-plow came along about two o'clock this morning. Peach of a ' 
night, eh ?”’ 
Mr. Barctay—‘ | ruined my new lid—Christmas present to myself. 
Have to wear a new toque | got for Emmaline. Can't go out in this COPYRIGHT 1905 BY JUDGE COMPANY PUBLISHERS, 226 FOURTH AVE. NEW YORK 


freezing cold with nothing but a handkerchief on my head!" 
WHY MR. BARCLAY LOOKED FUNNY ON CHRISTMAS MORN. 
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ENVIOUS OF THE CHICAGO AUNT. 


THE vistror—‘‘| suppose you’ re going to hang up your stocking ?” 
Cuitp—‘* "Course | am—! only wish | had feet as big as yours.” 


A FATAL QUESTION. 
R. and Mrs. Nagger were at the breakfast table when Mr. Nagger said to 
his wife, 
“Did you hear Mrs. Flutter say last night when we were calling there 
that she made all of her own dresses and trimmed her own hats ?” 

There was fire in the eye of Mrs. Nagger, and the iron of sharp and keen 
resentment seemed to have been driven into her soul when she said in reply, 

“ And did you hear Mr. Flutter say that he always took care of his own fur- 
nace instead of paying a man ten dollars a month to do it, as a certain man I know 
of who can’t afford it does? Did you hear that? And did you hear Mr. Flutter 
telling how he saved about sixty cents a week and sometimes seventy-five by shavihg 
himself instead of running off to a barber and running the risk of contracting dis- 
ease, as you do? Did you hear that? And did you hear Mr. Flutter say that he 
always cut his own grass because he thought it was fine exercise after he had been 
shut up in the office all day? And did you hear him say that he always polished 
his own boots? Do you polish your boots, Sam Nagger? Not a bit of it, you 
don’t. Yes; and did you hear him say that he always bought his clothing ready- 
made and saved a good half on every suit above what he would have to pay a tailor ? 
And I never knew you to buy a ready-made suit in my life. And Mrs. Flutter told 
me one day that her husband did every bit of the ordinary repairing that was done 
around their house, and you think you can’t so much as drive a nail! ['d talk about 
how much Mrs. Flutter saves doing her own millinery and dressmaking if I were 
you! I wouldn’t be willing to be 
found dead in such a hat or such 
dresses as Mrs. Flutter wears; and 
if you think that you can criticise 
or browbeat me into undertaking 
my own dressmaking in order to 
save for you to spend on yourself 
you are very greatly mistaken! 
I know what you'd like! You'd 
just like to have me discharge 
our maid and laundress and have 
me sail in and do all my own 
housework and washing and iron- 
ing, and be a regular slave, while 
you never lifted a hand to do a 
thousand things you might easily 
do for yourself! I did hear what 
Mrs. Flutter said, and I also heard 
what Mr. Flutter said, and if I 
were you, Sam Nagger, I would 
sweep my own door-yard clean be- 
tore—there you go losing your 
temper and racing away from the 
tab'e in a huff! I wonder if you 
heard Mrs. Flutter say that Flutter 
never said a cross word to her in 
his life nor showed anger in any 
way, and here you———he’s gone, 
and with a banging of the door 
that was enough to jerk it off its 
hinges! Dear, dear, dear! It 





SONNET. OF A CHORUS GIRL. 


| Tae night Mae Johnson says to me, 2, tr So 
** Say, Gert, 6 h, 


° 
I know a guy who’s awful sweet on 38 : 
you. 
: : ; oe 
He says to-night that he will blow $ 
we two 90 g 
° 


Todinner.” ‘Oh, ain’t you the fancy 
flirt ?” 
Says I to Mae—and, say, I bet it 
hurt. 
But Mae says, ‘‘I ain’t too good to 
be true 
You near-soubrines think you are 
awful new.” 
Well, I'm refined, 7/ I wear a short 
skirt. 


Well, say, to snip a lengthy story 
short, 
This fellow took me out after the 
show, 
And says, ‘* We'll have a malted milk, 
I think.” 
Say, wasn’t he the shortest shoestring 
sport ? 
I kind o’ giggled and I says, ‘+ Uh, 
no, 
Though I am on the stage, I sever 


: ” 
drink. FRANKLIN P. ADAMS. 


LURKING DOUBTS. 
6s’ THANK you,” said the client to the insurance agent, 
after the latter had presented him with the com- 

pany’s calendar for 1906. 

Then, methodically, he began counting the leaves of 
the calendar pad. 

** What are you doing that for ?” asked the agent. 

“I've read so much about insurance crookedness I 
just wanted to see if the company was giving me honest 





measure in this calendar.” 
And the agent turned on his heel and went out very 
much on his ear. 


NOT A CHEERFUL SIGHT. 
Mother—“ Yes, Dorothy ; the lord loveth a cheerful 
giver.” 
Dorothy (aged six)—** Goodness! I hope he don’t 
see you getting those Christmas presents ready for the 
mail, then, mamma.” 





there’s anything trying in this life TRUE CHIVALRY. 
it’s a man !” J. L. HARBOUR. Jounny—“' Say. grandma. leave the lamp burnin’, will you ? 


Poor little Arthur is afraid in the dark.” 











A CHRISTMAS PROGRAMME, 
E have tried to work out a little 
Christmas programme for those 
who object to Santa Claus. We 
respect the opinions of all who 
think the deception should be 
stopped, and feel that we ought 
to help them to arrange a dis- 
illusionized and thoroughly 
harmless Christmas—what you 
might call a germless and reno- 
vated and disinfected and veracious joy season—which the 
children will take hold of with enthusiasm without in after 
days wishing to upbraid their parents and hiss at them, 





« You lied to us!” 

We suggest, therefore, that the children be called 
together on Christmas morning by the governor and ad- 
dressed as follows : 

“ Kids—We shall now enjoy our gift-giving. I tore 
off a few scads from my roll the other day and handed 
them to your mother, and she dived headlong into the 
bargain-counter flood and for two whole days appeared 
not again, and when she did crawl out, battered, jammed, 
ragged, torn, bruised and old, she clutched to her bosom 
these few gimcracks, fol-de-rols and highly unserviceable 
articles. We have placed them upon these chairs so as 
to divest the business of any stage effects that might 
heighten the pleasure in any way or give a false impres- 
sion. You are to understand that I had to give up for 
these things, and I wish to convey the idea that I will 
have to forget about it before I feel real good inside again, 
and with these few remarks we will now fall to, and you 
want to be quick about it, for 1 want to read my paper 
in peace.” 


TOO EXPENSIVE. 
A YOUNG 


“asked” in church twice. 


er’s daughter. 
explained the altered circumstances. 


« But, my good man,” said the clergyman, “ the banns will have 


to be read all over again !” 


. 








countryman in England was to have married his sweet- 
heart, Polly, the comely butter-maid, and had already been 
Like many a better man, however, Giles 
changed his mind and decided that he would marry Jenny, the farm- 
He straightway, therefore, went off to the parson and 
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A SMALL OPENING. 


‘What is a millinery opening, pa?”’ 


“The small space between the hats of two women throuen which a man has to see 


what he can of the play.” 


that,” the cleric pointed out. 


¥ Doan’t matter, zur,” repiied Giles decidedly ; “I be going to 
marry Jenny, an’ she an’ me want ee to put up t’ banns ag’in.” 
“But it'll cost you another three shillings and sixpence to do 


“You doan’t zay that, zur, do ‘ee ?” ejaculated Giles, taking off 


his cap and scratching his head with slow deliberation. 





GET ON THE JOB. 
Geratpine—“‘ Say, Chimmie, Red Mulligan didn’t tip his hat when he passed. Go over and lick him!’ 


Cuimmie—‘‘ Well. he didn't have no hat on."’ 
GeraLpine—‘* Oh, dat don’t make no dif'rence."’ 


«Certainly, if you wish to espouse a new sweetheart, whether it 
is Jenny or yet another young lady, 


you will need to pay additional 
fees.” 

“Three an’ sixpence for 
new banns,” said Giles thought- 


fully. ‘Oh, well, then! Let’em 
bide, zur; let em bide; I'll marry 
Polly !” 


And so Giles the careful 
married his first love, pretty 
Polly, the butter-maid, 


BAILEY WILLIAMS. 


RIGHT ON HAND, 

St Medders —*“ Yes; the 
Pokeville opery-house took fire 
jest before the ‘end o’ that comic 
opery !” 

Fosh Oatcake—* Did they 
put it out easy ?” 

Si Medders—* Lord, yes! 
Why, th’ hull derned village fire- 
department was right at th’ 
stage-door waitin’ fer th’ chorus- 
girls ter come out !” 


PLEASANT SURROUNDINGS. 
Y love is all the world to me, 
I couldn’t live without her ; 
But there are just two things, you see, 
That I like best about her. 


She often sets my heart awhirl 
With all her various charms ; 
But what / like about that girl 
Is just—my own two arms! 
CAROLYN WELLS, 
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MARY JANE’S BROTHER. 
T was a balmy, well-nigh per- 

fect evening of last autumn, 
and in the hammock at the 
Willington country homestead 
young Joshua Spooner and 
the fair and buxom daughter 
of the house were exchanging 
pledges of lasting devotion. 
The silvery beams of the har- 
vest moon, shining broadly 
down, disclosed a picture of 
Nature in her most tranquil 
mood. Near by, in the corner 
of the Willington orchard, 
stood a noble old apple-tree, 
its limbs bending low with 
their burden of ripe, luscious 
fruit. Occasionally, as the 





gentle south breeze stirred 
dreamily among its branches, 
an apple, tired of waiting for 
the hand of the picker, loosened 
itself and fell to earth. And 
the young man, idly noting the 
occurrence, was inspired with 
a splendid idea. 

“Listen, dearest,” he 
whispered ; “* whenever an ap- 
ple drops I shall claim a 
kiss.” 

™“«Oh-h, you mustn't !” 
cried she softly, with a little shiver, shrinking away ever so slightly 
from the manly form at her side. But the ardent wooer was in- 
sistent — decidedly so—and when, a few moments later, a juicy 
sopsavine detached itself from the parent limb in obedience to the 
law of gravitation, he promptly set about claiming the precious 
reward. And, though the apple-falls were recorded much less fre- 
quently than the impatient Joshua could have desired, several times 
again that blissful evening did he exact loving tribute from the 








CHRISTMAS SHOPPING. 


With sweetly serious face and mien 
Fair Clara forth a-shopping goes, 
While |, her husband. linger near 
And count the cash that’s in my clothes, 
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A VARIANT OF AN OLD THEME. 


Para Buttpoc—*‘ Great heavens! And here | thought they were howling about race suicide.” 


half-resisting lips of Mary Jane. And when, finally, the speeding 
moments compelled him to bid a fond and lingering adieu, notwith- 
standing her blushing protestations, he tenderly murmured, 


“ Again to-morrow evening, darling.” 
* * . * * * . . 


Another evening had spread over the peaceful surroundings of 


the Willington estate, more glorious in its calm, majestic beauty than 

even its predecessor had been ; and, to the delight of Joshua, the apples 
were falling now with a business-like regularity. Small wonder, 
then, that, heedless of the flight of time, the enchanted visitor 
protracted his stay long into the enchanted eventide. 

Suddenly, from the direction of the old apple-tree, a youth- 
ful and plainly irritated voice, pitched in a shrill treble key, 
made itself noticeable amid the stilliness of the midnight hour : 

‘By thunder, Mary Jane! if you think I’m going to stay 
up here all night shaking down apples for a measly ten cents, 


you're mistaken.” NED BARNEY. 


BALLADE OF THE CHRISTMAS SPIRIT. 


GAIN the Christmas-tide is here ; 
Again we celebrate the day 
With joy that rings through all the year, 
‘* Good will to men,” we gayly say. 

We sing a blithesome roundelay, 
Faces are smiling, eyes are bright, 

And all our cares have flown away— 
The Christmas spirit ’s here to-night! 
The rooms reflect the merry cheer 

With wreaths of evergreen and bay, 
And spicy is the atmosphere 

With spruce and pine and holly spray. 

The men present a brave display, 
The ladies are a charming sight ; 

All are in holiday array— 

The Christmas spirit ’s here to-night ! 


The midnight chime is striking clear, 
Lord of misrule asserts his sway, 

And lovers’ hearts wax fond and dear 
As neath the mistletoe they stray. 
The frolic grows more glad and gay, 

And sounds of laughter and delight 
Betoken this a merry fray— 

The Christmas spirit ’s here to-night! 


L’ENVOI. 
Belinda, taste this punch, I pray, 
And see if I have mixed it right ; 
Tom, help me carry in this tray— 
The Christmas spirit 's Aere to-night ! 
CAROLYN WELLS, 




















Mecenas is entertaining Horace, our popu- 
lar poet, this wk. 
News are few this wk. FRANKLIN P. ADAMS, 


TOBACCO. 
Nore.— Americans annually spend $300,000,000 on tobacco. 
ae -E weed— the upas plant that burns 
Upon the nation’s altars—in its urns, 





Whose wide-spread smoke of sacrifice 
Ascends to smut the gates of Paradise ; 
Whose odor, like a fetid fancy, fills 

The atmosphere with strange, mephitic ills ; 
Whose yellow juice runs down in streams 
Transforming into nightmares golden dreams, 
Whose clutch upon the human taste 

Remains unbroken, undisplaced ; 

Whose dire effects on body, soul and mind 
Make wrecks of man- and woman-kind— 
Vile weed, you ain’t so goldarned bad after all, 





Are you? ° W. J. LAMPTON. 


IN STYLE, 
ES, my dear,” said the fond husband, “ they 
are—er—um—well, they are good cigars 
of their kind, but they——— You see "—— 
‘Now, dovey,” said the gentle wife, “I 
know you can’t find a more fashionable cigar 
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C ee se DOWN TO ae th dine t k than that. It is the very latest tint of brown. 
FAIRY GODMOTHER—‘* Cinderella, | can't give you an auto unless | have something to wor . P , ‘ 
on. You remember before | had to have mice so | could change them into hemes.” I matched the cigars very carefully with a piece 
CINDERELLA—‘‘ Why, you dear old godmother, I know all that. Whatdo you suppose I've of the goods of my new dress, and I am sure 

got that huge kettle in the fireplace for? 1 have been boiling rubber and gasoline, and any- it is the precise shade that is most popular this 

body who could take six mice and a pumpkin and turn out a coach and six ought to be able : A 

to get an auto out of a smell like that.” winter. 

VILLAGE GOSSIP. SHE COULDN’T UNDERSTAND. 
(From the Rome (Italy) Tribune.) E was describing the game. 
Now is the time to pay that subscription before we print names, “TI thought I had a clear field,” he said, “ when suddenly he 
tackled me.” 


boys. 

Calpurnia, the wife of our 
prominent townsman, J. Cesar, 
has a swell new dress, the gift 


‘What do you mean by 
that ?” she asked. 

“Why, in this case he 
caught me around the waist 
with both arms and I couldn't 
make him let go.” 

“But, why,” she inquired 
with a sigh, ‘why, under those 
circumstances, did you want to 
make him let go?’’ Then she 
added, after a pause, ‘‘ You men 


of her husband. 

M.T. Cicero, the well-known 
lecturer, will give an_ illus- 
trated talk at the opera-house 
this eve. Tickets at Nux Vom- 
ica’s drug-store. ,*, tf. 

Looks like we might hav. an , 
early winter. i. | ' = My, 

Brutus is on the ai:ing-list. 


oe, 
ij 
Cassius left two good sester- ll \ 
tia on ye editor's desk yesterday, i aang 
cd . Za. 


are queer creatures,”’ 











HIS REASON. 
for 6 mos. subscription to 7he CS The ufper-flatter's wife 
Tribune. He is o. k. Come (breathlessly) — Dear, I've a 
again, Cash ! piece of news for you. The flute- 
The senate will discuss the ~ EXTRAVAGANCE IN BUGTOWN. player across the hall is dead !” 
merchant marine & other affairs Mr Buc—‘‘ By Jove! i'm glad I'm not married. Her husband has to The upper-flatter (plead- 
next wk. buy her a handsome caterpillar boa every year.” ingly )—* Please don't make me 
Horace, our popular poet, is laugh—my lips are so chapped.” 


paying attention to some young lady. Who is she, Holly ? 
Saturday's rain in Sicily done considerable good there, the farm. 


FINNIGAN FILOSOFIZES. 


ers tell us. UT wuD be a murrier Christmus if more av us mint ut. 




















HANDICAPPED FROM THE START. 


First MERCHANT—“‘ He t’inks he ain’t good enough for her.” 
SECOND MERCHANT—‘‘ Does, eh? Hully gee—den he’s licked already.” 





[® dreamy, languorous days of spring 
They two walked forth together 


Beyond the smiling hill’s green rim 
And talked about—the weather. 
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CUPID AND THE SEASONS. 


When summer waved her mystic wand, 


Transfiguring field and woods, 
They walked again the hill beyond 
And talked—mere piatitudes. 


Then wintry winds blew desolate. 
Again, the time beguiling, 

They passed beyond the bleak hill's rim, 
And there stood Cupid smiling. 
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ths 
sy cai on 


H, HERE’S the old home-place once more! 
*Tis hard, indeed, to check the tears ; 

There stands the plum-tree by the door— 

How little everything appears ! 
On yonder steps I often sat 

And watched the stars come out at night ; 
And there ’s the little garden that 

Gave dear old mother such delight. 
Methinks I see her working there 

Among the radishes and things 
As oft I used to see her, ere 

I'd learned what power money brings. 
No, no, your price is much too high ; 

The house is falling to decay ; 
My fond heart prompts me still to buy, 

But I'll be moving on my way. 


Up in that gabled room I slept 

Beneath the slender whitewashed beams, 
And over childish troubles wept, 

And there I dreamed my boyhood’s dreams. 
And there’s the field where, long ago, 

When father wasn’t watching me, 
I used to lean upon the hoe, 

Or loll beneath the greenwood tree. 
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By yonder gate I first became 

A mark for skillful Cupid’s dart— 
Melissa was the maiden’s name— 

And with a look she won my heart. 
I seem to see her standing there 

With spacious freckles on her nose ; 
A golden glint was on her hair, 

And I looked foolish, I suppose. 
She dallied with me for a while, 

My eager heart was filled with joy ; 
Then, woman-like, she turned to smile 

Upon an older, bigger boy. 
She lives in yonder cottage now— 

I saw her as I passed this way— 
The hair looked red above her brow, 

The years have used her ill. Good-day. 


Twas but a foolish whim that drew 

Me back to gaze upon the scene ; 
The soil has little worth, the view 

Is poor, the house is small and mean ; 
The water from the dear old well 

Is warmish now and rather flat— 
Ah, there’s the limb from which I fell 

While practicing to ‘‘skin the cat”! 


In fancy I can hear him still 
As, coming on me from behind, 
He spoke as fathers often will 
Who are not gentle and refined. 
No, keep the place :the price you set 
Is much too high! I'll go my way— 
’Twas there that mother used to get 
The catnip which we dried; Good-day. 


Let strangers dwell here, if they please ; 
I’ve seen the place and crave no more. 
*Twas here that mother shelled the pease 
While I cut notches in the door! 
Where marble structures tower high 
I speak and other men obey ; 
If I had stayed here—but, good-bye, 
I must be going on my way. 








*Twas in yon meadow that I tried, 

One day when father drove to mill, 
To break the two-year-old to ride— 

My collar-bone is tender still. 
The fodder-cutter used to stand 

Within that weather-beaten shed ; 
With but three fingers on one hand 

l’ve bravely fought my way ahead. 
The world has learned to know me well 

Since out of that high walnut-tree 
While putting up a swing, I fell— 

The dent may be there yet—ah, me! 
No, no; your price is much too high— 

You might, perhaps, take less, you 

say? 

No matter; I don’t care to buy, 

I’ve lost the notion now. Good-day. 


Beyond that hill they lie asleep 
Forever free from worldly cares ; 
And here they watched me learn to creep 
And travel backward down the stairs. 
*Twas here that mother saw me take 
My first uncertain steps ; *twas here 
I smeared the window-sill with cake 
And got a slap for every smear. 
"Twas here I knelt at mother’s knee 
And learned the little prayer she 
taught ; 
"Twas here that father planned for me 
And found his planning come to naught. 
No, no; not at the price you name— 
Absolved from care, they sleep away— 
I've snapped the house, and I can frame 
The picture for myself. Good-day. 
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MEDICAL METHODS. 

Young doctor—* It would be 
all right to charge him fifty 
dollars if my diagnosis had 
been correct, but it wasn't.” 

Old doctor—* Ah, then 
charge him one hundred 
dollars." 


DO IT NOW. 

Customer—* Why don't you 
tack up this ‘Do It Now’ 
motto? It's been lying around 
on the counter for a month !” 

Grocer— **Wa-al, I'm a-goin’ 
tew tack it up sometime—if I 
ever git to it!” 


THE DIFFERENCE. 

Mr. Parvaynew (facetiously) 
—‘' What is the difference be- 
tween a kitchen and a servants’ 
hall ?” 

Mrs. Parvaynew (convinc- 
ingly)—** About ten thousand 
dollars a year.” 





TOO CROWDED. 


9 TWAS a night before Christmas, LOVE’S PLIGHT. 
And all through the flat Curip—‘‘ What brought you here ?”” 
Not a creature was stirring — SHe—“ You know.” 


Too crowded for that. 
THE FOILED ELOPEMENT. 
HEY had eloped in an auto. 
The young man had driven his machine up to the corner, and by prearranged signals 
his fair fiancée had stepped aboard in a wink. But let us first explain to our reader 
the reason love did not run smoothly. 
Charles was rich. 

Ysobel was rich, 

Everybody was rich, but they all wanted to be richer, hence the 
misalliance. Thus it was that on a certain evening Ysobel’s father 
abstracted a certain telegram, addressed to Miss Ysobel Beefpack, 
containing a proposal to fly. He sealed it up, and in his business-like 
way chuckled and said nothing. Mrs. Beefpack later encountered 
it, sealed it up, and in her business-like way chuckled and said nothing. 
Ah, woe is me ! what had fate in store for the trusting young couple ? 

/ The appointed evening came, for there would clearly have been 
something the matter with the universe if it hadn't. Promptly at eight o'clock a red devil dashed up to the 
Beefpack mansion, and the muffled figure, in an automobile cloak, got in, as we began to say at the beginning 
of our story. Her head was wrapped in a veil and goggles hid her violet eyes. Her companion embraced 
her tenderly and, setting his cap and goggles more firmly, turned on full speed. 

Block after block whizzed by, but neither 
party of the romance moved, until a burly 
cop arrested them for going exactly eighteen 
miles an hour. In the station-house the ser- 
geant asked their names, and the proud tones 
of the lover filled the dingy room. Tearing 
off his goggles, cap and coat—horrors ! what 











was the name he gave ? 

Silas Beefpack,” and Ysobel’s father was 
revealed. 

Ah, me! what a shriek came from the 
figure at his side—disappointment, rage, terror, 
all mingled in one. Then, casting her veil and 
goggles to the ground, Silas Beefpack stood 
in the presence of his wife, "Mandy. 

Cupid had triumphed, for by the time 
they got back homethe youthful pair had long 
since vanished. 


A WISE ONE. 
| hearse was a man in our town, 
And he was wondrous wise ; 
Ife opened up a small hotel 
But didn’t advertise, 


Because he knew that if he did UMBRELLAS RECOVERED. 


























































THE EDITOR’S PROBLEM. 
be EAR Mr. Editor,” wrote the 
maiden, 
‘*T’ve been bothered so of late 
About a handsome young-man friend 
Who isn’t strictly up-to-date. 
Now, I do not mean to say that 
Everything has gone amiss, 
But—oh, how I blush to write it! — 
He does not know how to kiss ! 
In your correspondence column 
You decipher things, I see ; 
So in next Sunday morning’s paper 
Please explain this thing to me ; 
Tell me what you know of kissing, 
Anda girl’s mouth, how you'd kiss it. 
I will see that Charlie reads it— 
Oh, I wouldn't let him miss it!” 


In his office sat the editor, 
Between a desk and window 
jammed— 
Read the letter, let his pipe drop, 
As he said, ‘* Well, I'll be d~—d!”" 
He had answered every question 
That had ever come his way— 
Baseball, science, mathematics, 
And the problems of the day. 
But osculation! Never had he 
Given thought to such as this— 
Never dreamed that he would ever 
Have to analyze a kiss. 
For a time the air was bluish, 
As from time to time he smote 
Himself and cursed the question, 
Then he sat him down and wrote: 


‘« My dear miss—I have your letter 
Of a very recent date, 
Asking me to tell you quickly 


How 'tis best to osculate. 
I should judge from what you've 


written 
Charlie’s willing—even glad— 
To press his own lips to your sweet 
ones, 
But his execution ’s bad. 
Verily, the thing is vexing 
As in hand we take our pen, 

But just tell us where to meet you, 
When you chance to write again, 
And we'll be there ere the sun sets— 

This we solemnly avow— 
Then if Charlie wants to watch us— 
Well, dear miss, we'll show him 


” 
how ! HARRY VAN DEMARK, 


He'd make the business hum, Mr Crossincs—‘‘! wanter git ye t find my umberel’—| jes’ lost it!"’ 


And never could accommod ite 


The people who wouid come. ‘ umberels recovered while ye wait.’ ” 


THE UMBRELLA “LERK—‘‘ Well. my dear sir, | am very sorry, but we don't find lost umbrellas."’ 
Mr Crossincs—‘ Wa-al, gol ding it! why in tarnation hev ye got thet pesky sign out thar sayin’ 









YULETIDE POETRY. 

EADERS ot Christmas poetry in the 
magazines are sometimes at a loss to 
account for a fleeting something which 
seems out of place in this gladsome season 
of winter. Young writers of Christmas 
poetry are also greatly surprised because 
their joyful little carols come back so 
spontaneously from the editors. These 
unsophisticated souls do not understand 
that Christmas poetry has to be written 
along about the time of the summer sol- 


stice in order to get into the Christmas” ee 


issues of the big monthlies. That is thé 


reason that the reader detects a breath 3 
of new-mown hay in the deft littie songs - 
that charm us at this season. The beaus 
tiful Queen Anne three-story-and-base- 97% 


ment dream of a Santa Claus poem I wrote 
for one of these was sent back to me at 
the last moment because a careful editor 
discovered that I had inadvertently left a 
mosquito bite or two in it. There wasa 
distinct reminiscent flavor of a mad mid- 
summer-night’s dream of mosquito-slap- 
ping that had to be removed before the 
magazine could go to press. The poet 
who knows his business is not writing 
Christmas poetry now. He is polishing 
off odes to butterflies and bathing girls. 


HIS DECISION. 
(= sup’intendent says that we 
Ain’t goin’ to get a thing this year— 

Just give stuff to the poor folks. Gee! 

Now wouldn’t that git you? Look ’a here, 
{ been a-comin’ right along 

Since their old picnic last July,’ 
An’ reg’ /ar since Thanksgiving day, 

An’ now for him to spring - well, I— 
Jest seems ’s if I won’t never léxrn,. 

I always was the blamedest fool. 
Them Baptis’ kids ‘ll get stuff to burn, 

"N’ I went an’ left the Baptis’ school. 


Why? Why, I told you why. You see, 
These Cong’egationals they had 

That picnic and I'd gotta be 
In that. An’ gee! but we was glad 

‘That day. But what’s a picnic when 
You come to think o’ Christmas trees, 


An’ Santa Claus, an’ reindeer’—n’ then 

The truck you git? I tell you these 
Here Cong’egationals it’s queer 

The way they’re soakin’ us ; but you'll 
Jes’ see. You bet your life next year 

I’m goin’ to join the Baptis’ school. 


FREDERIC HALL. 
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DISAPPOINTMENT. 
ER Christmas came I craved so many things— 
* I wanted a new fishing-pole and reel, 
A pair of boxing gloves, a chainless wheel, 
A nice new golf-set always pleasure brings 
|. And,makes a man forget life’s sufferings, 
With a neat smoking-jacket I would feel 
+ ’ A sort of rapture I could ne’er conceal— 
- Ah, me, to what vain hopes a fellow clings! 
My wants were very modest, I am sure ; 
My yearnings could be greater, vaster far, 
But I for richer presents hungered not— 
A thousand things poor mortal man allure, 
And what if I had craved a motor-car, 
Or pined and hankered for a house and lot! 
When yule was past—behold the strange array ! 
Red neckties that I was afraid to wear, 
(Were I to wear them. heavens! wouldn’t you 
stare !) 
ig that I was forced to throw away, 
fountain-pen that did not last a day, 
». An album (I’ve got four or five, I swear,) 
A book of verse—Oh, tell me, have I e’er 
> —A love for poets striven to display ? 
© And yet I bore no grudges, large or small, — 
*Twas ever thus, and I’d have been content 
If I had not been used more cruelly, 
For, as the greatest Christmas gifts of all, 
My landlord, void of feeling, raised my rent, 
And she I called my ‘best’ went back on 


me! NATHAN M. LEVY. 


GIVE HER A DIARY. 

A GOOD Christmas present for a young 

wife is a nice diary. She will write in 
it every day fortwo weeks. Then such things 
as these will begin to crop out on its fair 
white pages: Recipe for waffles. Must get 
two yards ruching. Paid twelve cents to have 
teakettle mended. Don’t forget lining for 
kimono. Sold old pair John's pants to rag- 
man for twenty-two cents. By and by the 
diary will switch off and become an account- 
book, and it will end its career as a scrap- 
book for cake recipes. 



























A DILEMMA. 

Dyer—* I'm in a deuce of a fix.” 

Ryer—* What's the matter ?” 

Dyer—* Miss Dix has invited me to take 
Christmas dinner with them. If I buy her a 
present I will have to pawn my dress-suit, 
and I can’t go to the dinner without it.” 








HOW HE AFFORDS IT. 
¢¢LJOW can he afford to give such expensive 
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Through with silvery radiance and the presents ? 

Blinking light of stars. uplifts “ He has them charged.” 

Above my humble roof; | dream 

That wierdly sweet and strange, Mrs. Flatte—“1 wonder what makes the 


Insistent voices fill the cold 


Spaces of the upper world— : 
But I must be mistaken. Flatte—« Christmas is approaching, my 


It 's just a dream, and nothing more. dear.” 


janitor so pleasant ?” 
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STRANGE FACT. 
Ca a ss NJOW, there is one 
Z peculiar fact about 
women and Christmas,” 
said the man with the 
retrospective eyes and 
the large Adam's apple. 
“They buy more 





than” 

“No, no. It hasn't 
anything to do with what 
they buy. Itis this. You 
will find that almost 














ARE OF INCDIGESTIGLE IMITATIONS !! 


S LAMPF 
EN ORDERING MLS THE 
Woven Carsuces SO ONNTU RE 
LABEL BEARING SICNA 


jij ah 


THE NOVEL OF THE FUTURE. 
‘¢OH, MERCY !” old man ! 

many more like it.” 
The man addressed 

turns a baleful, sleepless 

the speaker 





D», 











has seen 
than 


every woman 
more Christmases 
she has birthdays.” 


NO MORE WANTED. 
6¢AAERRY Christmas, 
M And 


By Lizzie Lamfface. 


CAPSULE I. 
Jared Jones loves Lally Slapcabbage. eye upon 
and replies, 
Cas = ‘«Many more like it? 


So does Willard Winterbottom. Say, you hadn't heard 


that twins came to our 
last night, had 


CAPSULE III. 
Jones pushes Winterbottom down elevator-shaft. house 
you ?” 

Photographer 
“Try and look pleasant, 
please !”’ 

Farmer Fones— 
‘Get out! This picture 
is fer some relatives that 
want to come and stay a 
month with me !” 





CAPSULE IV. 


Winterbottom pulls Jones with him. 
CAPSULE V. 


Lally Slapcabbage marries old Grind. 


Directions for taking—Take two capsules before retiring one 
night and three the following night. For persistent insomnia 
take the five capsules at once.—J. M. F. 


WHEN IS A MAN POOR ? 

O illustrate the theory that every man ought to be provided 
with a professional capacity for earning money, Booker 
Washington once told the following story : 

A tramp down south came to a river one day and 
beckoned to the old colored ferryman to come across and row 
him over the stream. As the old man neared the landing-place 
he grew suspicious of his prospective passenger and called 
out to him, “Say, boss, does you know youse got to pay to 
cross dis ribber ?” 


«Oh, I doan’ know, 


” 


replied the tramp in rather a lei- 
surely tone. 

“Has you got five cents ?” 

“No!” replied the tramp ; “I’se no money.’ 

“Hasn’ you got tree cents ?” inquired the old ferryman? 

“Nah; I’se no tree cents.” 

“Hasn’ you two cents ?” 

“Nah !” 

“Well,” said the old ferryman, as he took his oars and began to quietly pull 
out into the stream, “I guess a man as hasn’ got two cents "bout as well off on 
one side ob de ribber as de odder.” 





OLE’S ENGLISH. 
OLE OLESON was a fresh-faced, taffy-haired Norwegian, just over. He arrived 


in the Dakotas at the season of the year when the harvest creates such a 
demand for laborers, and was snapped up promptly by a labor agency and sent 
out fifty miles from Pierre. He had stipulated but one thing—that he be put in 
an English-speaking family that he might acquire the language. The agent 
promised readily through the interpreter. As a matter of fact, he never gave it, 
another thought. 

Ole was a good, honest worker, and when the harvest horde, gathered from 
the four corners of the earth and made up of all nationalities, was turned adrift, Ole 
was retained. He was not off the farm for a year. Then he went to Pierre to 
meet a brother. To his surprise, when he got to town he had great trouble carry- 
ing on conversation in his patiently acquired English. The station-agent shook his 
head and murmured something unintelligible. The restaurant people mistook his 
order. Even the policeman failed to respond. Then along came a burly man 
with a friendly face who understood him, and Ole was happy till, shades of Moses ! 
his new friend informed him he was talking German, not English. He had spent 


the year in a German family ! M. H. DUNN, 





DISTURBED SLUMBER, 














AcTOR (on the tramp)—‘‘ Prethee, ‘tis a likely place to sleep 
to-night on my way to New York."’ 
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Actor—‘‘Lo! behold, my slumber is interrupted before it 


is yet sundown.”’ 





























Actror—‘‘ Can it be possible that | was in one of the gov- 
ernment’s great forts and sought rest in the sunset gun?” 




























AT CHRISTMAS. 
ITH a bit of mistletve 
Woven in her golden hair, 
’Neath the lamplight’s rosy glow 
See her sit demurely there. 


Sweetheart, thou art fair indeed, 
With thy roguish, laughing eyes— 

Yet within thy glance I read 
Something of a vexed surprise. 


Ah, I guess thy meaning now, 
Berry white and mystic spray— 
And from tender lip and brow 
I shall kiss the pout away ! 


LURANA W. SHELDON. 


OUGHT TO BE NICE, 

A MAGAZINE list of gifts 

suitable for a young man 
contains the following: Gun- 
metal swastika. That ought 
to be a nice present for a young 
man of simple tastes who looks 
to the impulse behind the gift 
rather than to any special value 
in the thing given. All our 
varied life long we have want- 
ed a swastika, but nobody ever 
gave usone. We would buy 
it for ourself, but we dont 
know what it is and neversaw 
anybody who did know. 


A HAPPY IDEA. 
«s AND here,” said the Lonesomville 
hostess, showing her home to a 
city visitor, “ here is our little drawing- 
room. Isn't the furniture attractive ?”’ 

** Quite,”’ replied the visitor. 

“And every bit of it we got saving 
coupons out of packages “of Nearwood, 
the brain-building breakfast-food.”’ 

“Dear me! You must have eaten 
an enormous quantity of it to get enough 
coupons ?” 

“Eaten it? We don’t eat it. We 
keep it.” 

“ What for ?” 

“ To use as stuffing when the furni- 
ture needs to be upholstered again, of 
course.” 





Dunn — “ Why is it that all the 
‘ stores reduce prices after Christmas ?” 
Dyer— Because nobody can afford 
to pay the former prices.” 
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AS USUAL. 
= stands upon the ladder tall, 


She holds the nail against the wall, 
Prepared to hit it steady. 
But hark! what means that fearful 
wail? 
Its anguish would affright one— 
It simply means she hit a nail, 
But it was not the right one. 


WAS THIS CONCEIT? 

HE old rector of a fashion- 
y able church having sudden- 
ly taken ill one Sunday morn- 
ing, the newly-arrived curate 
was thus unexpectedly called 
upon to preach. When the time 
came for the sermon the young 
man tremblingly entered the 
pulpit and explained his trying 
position to the congregation 
somewhat as follows: ‘“ My 
dear brethren, owing to the 
sudden indisposition of the rec- 
tor, I have been obliged to come 
before you without the neces- 
sary sermon preparation, so 
that this morning I shall have 
to depend on the Lord for what 
I am to say to you, but in the 
evening I hope to do better.” 


HIS DILEMMA, 
Ts conscientious minister contemplat- 
ed Mr. Gaveit’s cheque with indeci- 
sion. It was for one thousand two hun- 
dred dollars. 

“It would surely be a great help, 
John,” his wife said wistfully. “The 
children all need clothes, and William's 
expenses at college this year will be ™ 

«Oh, I know all about that, Mary,” 
he interrupted. ‘ But the idea that the 
money is tainted troubles me exceedingly.” 

“You don’t mean that Mr. Gaveit 
made the money dishonestly ?’’ she ex- 
claimed. 

“No; not that,” the perplexed man 
hastened to say. “ But you know he made 
it manufacturing limburger cheese.” 








Dyer—“ Have you made any prep- 
arations for Christmas ?” 

Wyld— Got two books of blank 
cheques from the bank to-day.” 


Sackett & Wilheims Litho & Ptg Co.NewYork 





Her Christmas wreath all ready ; 














MAKE it a rule to tella 
true story once a year. 
One can do it that 
often without finding 
the task irksome. Be- 
sides, one ought to do 
this just to keep one’s 
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hand in. 
nalize the Christmas 


Ime 


I like to sig- 


season by an act of 
this kind. It’s the un- 
expected that 
pleasure, and I have 
thought that a true 
| i story by me might be 
| Ht y 
| | I 


gives 


a genuine and delight- 
ful surprise to some 
reader, if for no other 
The Christ- 
mas ought to be more joyous, it seems to me, on that account. 

The scene of this story is far from here, and the little comedy- 
tragedy played itself out years ago and is by now doubtless forgotten 
even in the neighborhood where it happened. The fact is, it took 
such a long, tedious time to happen that very likely nobody paid much 
Lots of people knew parts of it. Some were 





reason. 


attention to it, any way. 
in at the beginning and then dropped off, got married and had enough 
fun of their own, or moved away before the next act opened. Others 
witnessed that and then gave place to others who saw the next act. 
But precious few were witnesses 
of the whole series from the be- 
ginning to the end. 

The story opens before I 
But that doesn’t hurt 
Opens in the 


was born. 
it at all. 
every true story ought to open, 
with the love of a young man 
She had 


way 


and a young woman. 
red hair and her name was Rose. 
He was good enough in his way 
—one of the kind of fellows you 
would want about thirty-three 
and a third per cent. pff for cash 
if you were buying him—sort ofa 
bargain-counter young spud, not 
much of a man—the kind that 
generally makes a good husband. 

Well, they loved—he madly, 
she more carefully, evenly and 
conscientiously. He was for 


HIS ANNUAL CHRISTMAS STORY—BEING THE ROMANCE OF A DELAYED COURTSHIP. 











months. This we know because now we had entered upon the scene 


and we knew Charles and Rose. On the whole, the community had 
come to approve this queer courtship. Fifteen years will do so much 
for a courtship. If Charles and Rose had been married those fifteen 
years they might have quarreled and grown fagged and weary, but 
years had only softened and sublimated their courtship. Everybody 
felt that it would be a shame to marry now and end this tender and 
gentle romance. Py 

But Charles still pursued his purpose with relentless determina- 
tion. When the Christmas of the fifteenth anniversary of their court- 
ship came Rose got another present that was chockful of intended 
hints, meanings, even warnings. He sent something that had only 
lately become known in that quiet, old-fashioned community. He 
gave Rose an alarm-clock ! 

Time was not only passing; here was a new element—a threat. 
Could it mean that Charles might quit asking one of these days? 
Rose began to get worried, but not excitedly so, for we must now 
pass over two more uneventful years of determined proposals and 
tranquil procrastinations. The glad Christmas-time has come and 
with it the seventeenth anniversary of the courtship of Charles and 
Rose. The comfortable old parlor is in holiday dress, and Charles 
and Rose are there, before the big log fire, where so often he has 
asked her the old question and where as often she has said, ‘ Oh, this 
is so sudden!’’ On the mantel is the clock of seven years ago, and 
beside it, ticking along enthusiastically, is the alarm-clock. 

And now three very wonderful things happen. Indeed, four. 
First of all, dear, faithful old Charles tells her that he has asked her 
Seventeen years have been enough. He's 
through. Almost at that very 
moment something gave ’way in 
that little, heaving alarm-clock’s 

breast and it loose and 
Pi shrilled and cackled and yelled 
i | until Charles gagged it with a 
hy mana shawl and choked the breath out 
of it. And within the next min- 
ute the other clock stopped ! 

Rose saw it first. She was 
dumfounded. She gazed at it 
in speechless astonishment. She 
put forth her hand and touched 
Charles on the arm and said, 4! 
most in a whisper, ‘* Look !” 

Charles looked. The psy- 
chological moment had arrived. 
« Rose,” he said, ‘it seems to 
be quitting-time all around. I 
reckon most of these things 
around here are in sympathy 


to be his for the last time. 


tore 
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marrying forthwith, but she 
said, ‘‘ No, there is no hurry; 
let's take our time.”’ 

After a courtship on this fashion that had extended to something 
like seven years, Charley made up his mind that he had been propos- 
ing in too miscellaneous a style. He had scattered his forces tco 
Whenever he felt like it he would ask her to be his’n, and 
She was 


much. 
there was no telling when he was going to feel like it. 
naturally entitled to take these sudden poppings in the usual maidenly 
way, and say, “Oh, this is so sudden!” and ask for time. Then he 
would have it all to go through with again. 

Charles realized that the time had come to adopt some regular 
system. Every move from now out must be made to tell in the final 
result. So he hit on the plan of proposing once every six months, 
and told Rose what she might expect. The reader may wonder why 
he did not make it once a week, or at least once a month, or, say 
Well, Charles had been at it already seven years, you 
Delib- 


three months. 
remember. He knew that there was no use being precipitate. 
eration and the long play were his game now. 

Three years of this passed, and Charles began to prepare for a 
quiet celebration of the tenth anniversary of his courtship. The glad 
event befell on Christmas day, for it was on that day ten years agone 
that he had made his preliminary proposal. When the day rolled 
around it brought with it a present from Charles. It was a significant 
Christmas gift in the circumstances, betraying an ingenuity utterly 
beyond Charles, you would have said. It was a clock. It said to 
Rose, “ Time is passing.” That is what it said, and Rose knew it. 
Five years elapse. Charles is still proposing faithfully every six 











** « Rose, it seems to be quitting-time all around.’ ” 


with me. We are all going to 
knock off work together. I shall 
never ask you again !”’ 

Thus for seventeen years this woman had refused this man, 
But she was only a woman after all. So long as he kept asking 
Now he had quit, and, womanlike, she up and 
married him the very next day. 

Charles was a wise old turnip withal. Within ten days he told 
her how he had set the alarm, let out the spring in the other clock 


and arranged the whole performance down to the last detail ! 
PERKIN WARBECK, 


her she dodged. 


A YULE-TIDE PETITION. 
EAR Santy—You don’t need t’ bring 
No Christmas-tree nor sled. 
I don’t want no more guinea-pigs, 
Though last year’s pigs is dead. 
Don’t bring me no nice hobby -horse, 
Nor candy, nor a pup, 
Nor nothing else t’ eat, because 
I'd gobble ’em right up. 


I don’t want nothing new t’ wear— 
Hain’t nothing that I need ; 

I don’t want skates, though them I’ve got 
Is mostly run t’ seed. 

Don’t bring no books—I’ll give them up 
With all th’ rest, just ’cause 

I'd so much ruther you’d bring back 
My b'lief in Santy Claus. 


STRICKLAND W. GILLILAN. 
























































THE THREE LONE BACHELORS ON CHRISTMAS DAY. 





FIRST BACHELOR—“‘ And this is Christmas, the happiest day of the 365."’ 
Second BACHELOR—‘‘ What I'm thinking is, that it only comes once a year."’ 


THIRD BACHELOR—‘‘ Well, what you kicking about? 


Isn't that enough ?” 


AT THE BOTTOM OF THE STAIR. 


HRISTMAS music—Christmas pleasure— 
Come tread out the dance’s measure, 
Polly, Gertrude, Alice, fair ; 
Cupid guards the maids entrancing, 
Graceful in their merry dancing, 
But my gaze is on the stair! 


Down she trips, the stately Phyllis, 
How can she know what my will is? 
Mistletoe hangs here, beware ! 

And I hurry on to meet her, 
Cupid marvels that I greet her 
At the bottom of the stair! 


He sees maids so careful, very, 

Lest they tread beneath the berry 
Glist’ning ’neath the lamp-light’s glare ; 

But dear Phyllis smiles demurely, 

With some mistletoe securely 


Fastened in her golden hair! 
EDITH LIVINGSTON SMITH. 


THE RURAL YOUTH AND THE PUP. 


GCENE—A small settlement in a rural district. 

Personnel—Small, ten-year-old, freckle-faced boy, who speaks 
with a drawl. College student canvassing for stereopticon views, 
Elderly spinster living in a small house on a hill. The spinster’s pet 
poodle. 

Boy—* Hey, mister! Yer been up there ter that house ?” 
Student— No; it’s too far away. I thought I wouldn't go up 
there.” 

Boy—* Well, yer better go up. 


But, say, yer want ter look out fer 


My mother lives there an’ she'll 
buy some of them there pic’urs. 
the dog. It's only a little mite of a cur, but it'll bite like sin ; and, say, 
when it runs out at yer it won't bark er anything, but'll just bite a 
chunk right out’n yer leg. Mother 's tryin’ ter break it of bitin’, and, 
say, she'd thank yer if you'd kick it right off’n the stoop soon 's it comes 


out. 


It'll learn it a lesson.” 
(Student ascends the hill and knocks. 
the poodle trots out. 
the dog off the piazza. ) 


The door is opened and 
The student is ready, and with energy kicks 











Spinster— Here! what do you mean by kicking my poor little 
doggie like that, you brute ?” 

Student—* Why, I didn’t want him to bite me.” 

Spinster—“ Bite you! Bite you! That poor little dog bite 
you, you great big idiot! Jessie never bit any one in her life. Poor, 
little doggie ! she's the gentlest thing that ever lived.” 

Student—*“ Well, your son told me to look out for the dog and to 
kick it as soon as it appeared.” 

Spinster— My son! I haven't any son. 
you needn't say any more. I don’t want to buy anything.” 
pears with Jessie and slams the door.) 

(Scene shifts half a mile up the road.) 

Boy (through the fence at a safe distance)—** Hey, mister—tee, 
hee, hee—wha'd she say? Tee, hee ; was she mad ?” 

Student “ You infernal little rascal, what did you tell me all that 
nonsense for ?” 

Boy —* Tee, hee, hee ; I wanted ter see wha'd she say. She thinks 
a terrible sight o’ thet pup of hern.” 


I'm not married. No 


(Disap- 
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6é HATa hog 
W that bil- 
lionaire is !" 

‘But he has 
given millions to 
charity and educa- 
tion !” 

“Yes; he even 
wants to hog all the 
philanthropy’ in 
sight, too!” 


NO RACE-SUI- 
CIDE FOR HIM. 
HE cannibal 
king was being 
interviewed on top. 
ics of the day. 
“ How do vou 


WANTS IT ALL. 
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feel on the race- 
suicide question ?” 
f 0 asked the reporter. 
Sa | , “T utterly de- 
Sir plore it,” said his A HARD SHELL. 
—~—Ti majesty. “I have Mr. Fry—‘* | hear that old Mr. Beetle has joined the 
: actually forgotten church? in 
A FAKE. the taste of a A eats Yes. He's a hard-shelled Baptist now, | 


JumpPinc-Jack —‘‘ That book is an old fake. 
look anything like the fellow who made us.” 


That picture don't 


NERVE, 
H® was one of the humbler poets, whose songs gush from the heart 
and all that sort of thing, and who enjoyed a small degree of 
prominence and popularity, and had a lot of friends. 

And he got out a pretty volume of his poetry (the critics called it 
verse) for the holiday trade. 

And each and every one of his friends said to him: “ Pegsus, old 
man, don’t forget that nobody will appreciate an autographed copy of 
your book as a Christmas gift more than I will.” 

S», being a man who valued the friendships he had won, he sent 
an autographed copy of his book to each of his friends about two 
weeks before Christmas ; and being, furthermore, a man who had some 
sense of the eternal fitness of things and a theory of what should be 
the quid pro quoness of mundane affairs, he accompanied each book 
with a note, which read, 

‘Don’t forget, old man, that there isn’t anybody who appreciates 
your productions more than | do, and you couldn't make me gladier 
on Christmas than by presenting me with some of your wares. I am 


broiler.” 


IDENTIFICATION FOR DIVINITY. 
IVE-YEAR-OLD Hugh had shown so little use for Christian names, 
when addressing his adoring relatives, that mother had tried to 
impress upon him the necessity of saying “Aunty Theodora” or 
« Aunty Edith” instead of a mere “ Aunty,”"—*“ for how else are we 
going to know, dear, which aunty you are talking about?” This evi- 
dently made an impression, for that very night, at prayer-time, the 
small citizen added to his other invoked blessings, 
« An’ bless Aunty Dorotea ; she’s ve one what lives on ve third 
floor an’ plays ve violin.” 


STAND TOGETHER, 

The lawyer— Hands up!" 
The burglar (at the plate)—“ Well, I see I’m caught. I guess I'll 
hev ter hire you ter defend me; let's get our heads together ani see if 


we can’t prove an alibi in dis case !” 


HAD ALL THE SIGNS. 
The barber— How do you like this razor ?” 
Victim—“Great! You got it with cigarette coupons, didn't you?” 





happy to comply with your request to give you what I think is my 
best work, so if you want to remember me you will be doing the 
thing I most desire if you reciprocate in kind.” 

And what did the tailor and the meat-packer and the coal- 
man and the cigar-maker and all the rest of them say when they 
read this humble note from the humble poet who had merely re- 
peated their requests to them ? 

They said, “* Nerve !” 


SANTA IN SALT LAKE, 


O A thrifty Mormon household came the patron saint of Yule ; 
He was puffing like an engine, he was laden like a mule. 
For he knew a row of stockings such as nowhere else is seen 
Would be yawning there before him in the home of Elde: 


Green. 

So he shoved his pack ahead of him and started down the 
flue, 

While he muttered, ‘‘ This is something that I hate like 
smoke to do.” 


Then he followed with reluctance through the Smooty, 
smudgy air, 

Quickly landing where the hosiery was hung in many a 
pair. 


There were papa’s socks and twenty pairs of lengthy, 
wifely hose ; 

There were socks for Eddie, Willie, for Eliphalet and Mose; 

There were stockings of Matilda’s, Esmeralda’s and Susanne’s, 

There were Charley’s hose and Molly’s, Cora Belle’s and little Dan’s ; 

Amaryllis, George, Alphonso, Peter, Joseph, Maude, Eugene, 

Arthur, Lizzie, James, Amelia, Mary, Frances and Irene, 

Briggie, Reed, Lucile, Clorinda, Arethusa. John, Estelle, 

Mattie, Lucifer, Elfrida—from his lips their titles fell. 


But about the shelf there dangled other hose whose owners’ names 

He could not recall to save him as he watched the dying flames. 

Seven pairs, all baby sizes, each in age not quite a year— 

‘*Gee!” cried Nick. ++ Been something doing since the last time I was here. 

Glad I brought a stock of rattles and a lot of teething-rings— 

Utah alwa\s gives a market for such kindergarten things. 

From «race suicide’ she ever has discreetly held aloof, 

And there’s not a home in Zion free from sturk-tracks on the roof.” 
STRICKLAND W. GILLILAN. 




















Papa (trying to coax up a glad smile, —‘' Well, here we are again!" 






































































UNDER THE MISTLETOE. 


WILL look for you under the mistletoe," 
He wrote, and she then and there, 
For fear of any mistake, you know, 
Put the mistletoe in her hair. 


LURANA W. SHELDON. 
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A TWO-SIDED CHRISTMAS STORY. 





AST year,” said Mrs. Gannels to the members of the sewing-circle, 


“last year, do you remember, we all gave the minister carpet 


slippers. 


Think of it! 


Each member of this society, not 


knowing what were the intentions of her sisters, devised and 
completed with her own hands a pair of slippers and gave them 


to the good old man, 


Of course he thanked us, collectively and 


individually, but, goodness knows, with all his gentle heart he 
couldn’t have helped wishing we had lent a little more variety to our giving. Now, 
my suggestion is that none of us gives him slippers this year.” 


The ladies agreed with her. 


AND THIS WAS THE OUTCOME: 


As Christmas approached, an air of 
mystery hung over the sewing- circle. 
Not one of the ladies would tell any of 
the others what she proposed giving the 
pastor, except, to be sure, that carpet 
slippers were tabooed. 

Mrs. Gannels found her mind uncon- 
sciously and unerringly turning slipper- 
ward. But she fought bravely against 
the temptation, and at last decided upon 
a book-mark. 

Book-marks, she said to herself, were 
things no preacher should be without ; 
and, besides, one could work them so 
easily. 

Mrs. Thompkins was puzzled for a 
long time over what to give. In the 
end, however, she came to a decision. 
But she took no one into her confidence. 

Mrs. Redmond studied the helpful- 
hints columns in the newspapers, and 
even wrote to the editor of the answers- 
to-queries department. The advice she 
got was a great help to her. 

Mrs. Bowluss told the other ladies 
that she was going to give the minister 
something she wanted to give him last 
year, but which she had feared the 
others would think of and give also. 
That was how she came to give him 
slippers. : 

Thus it went, all through the mem- 
bership. By the time Christmas came 
around the ladies were worn to a nerv- 
ous frazzle, what with the labor of mak- 
ing many presents and of keeping the 
secret of what they intended giving the 
pastor. 

So, the evening before Christmas the 
entire membership of the sewing-society 
went in a body to the minister’s study. 
Mrs. Gannels handed him a long, flat 
package, with her best wishes. So did 
Mrs. Thompkins. So did Mrs. Red- 
mond. Likewise Mrs. Bowluss and Mrs. 
Ginton and all the rest. 

And the good old minister was 
thoroughly surprised. 

Each flat package contained a book- 
marker ! 





OR, THIS WAS THE OUTCOME: 


As Christmas approached, the mem- 
bers of the sewing-circle grew more and 
more mysterious, both toward each 
other and toward the good old minister. 
In his inner consciousness he knew what 
it all meant, for had he not gone through 
forty similar experiences ? 

Why, it was only by a supreme effort 
of his will that he refrained from quot- 
ing ‘Sinners stand 1n slippery places” 
two weeks before Christmas. 

Mrs. Gannels thought of a muffler, a 
box of cigars, a book-mark, a new pulpit 
cover, and half a dozen othér things, 
but rejected them in turn. 

‘““No,” she said to herselt; “I know 
what I shall give him. Since all the 
women have agreed not to make him 
a present of slippers, I shall be perfectly 
safe in making him a pair.” 

Mrs. Thompkins hesitated for a long 
time between a hand-painted hot-water 
bottle and a brush and comb, but finally 
remembered that the minister never 
had an ache or a pain and was utterly 
bald. So, at last, she reasoned that the 
thing to give was what she was morally 
sure none of the rest would give. 

Mrs. Redmond and Mrs. Bowluss for 
a time talked of dividing the expense 
of a new easy-chair, but one day Mrs. 
Redmond had a flash of inspiration and 
picked out a gift, so Mrs. Bowluss con- 
cluded that the best move for her to 
make was to be as contrary as the pro- 
verbial female. In this she was aided 
and abetted by her husband, who said, 

“Don’t you see? If all the rest have 
agreed not to give him slippers they are 
the only things you can get for him that 
none of the others will have chosen.” 

And so, the evening before Christmas 
all the members of the sewing-circle 
went in a body to the minister's study 
and unwrapped their slippers. And, let 
the truth be told, he was the least sur- 
prised of all present. 


However, after they had departed he gazed long and sadly at the heap of 
presents before him, and then brushed a few of them off his study table, so that 
he could find the manuscript of a sermon he had been preparing for Christmas. 

The title of the sermon was, “The Dying out of the Good Old Christmas 


Customs.” 


W. D. Nessir. 


NEVER JUDGE BY APPEARANCE, 
ITTLE bits of children 


Lying in a row. 
Poor old Santa Claus, 


Ilow is he to know 

That those mighty stockings 
Hanging by the chair 

Fit the little children 
Sweetly sleeping there ? 


MARGARET ERSKINE, 





NECESSITY IS THE MOTHER OF INVENTION. 











1. ‘ There, that alarm-clock went off again and | didn't 
It don't make noise enough.” 


hear it! 






































2. ‘*‘ With this scheme I'l] have that alarm-clock beaten 


by a mile.’ 











2 














3. ‘‘ Good! 











How do you like this for early rising ?” 



























































































1. 
Mufti goeth forth to celebrate—— 




















— Pasteur 

















5. 6. 
Then he pipeth right sweetly — and peace returneth to Mufti E] Barzaheel. 


THE FALL AND THE SUBSEQUENT VICTORY OF MUFTI EL BARZAHEEL. 
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The First Gleam of Sunshine 


to brighten thousands of homes has been a Life 
Insurance Policy in The Prudential. Are you willing 
to look around the bountiful Christmas table and 
know that you haven’t saved a cent against the day 
when your family may be sitting there without you? 


Now is the time to act. Secure a Prudential 
policy and hand it to the wife and family at Christ- 
mas dinner. It will be the best Christmas you have 
ever enjoyed. 

Write for Plans and Payments today, to Dept. N 


THE PRUDENTIAL 


Insurance Company of America 


INCORPORATED AS A STOCK COMPANY BY THE STATE OF NEW JERSEY 


JOHN F. DRYDEN, Prest. Home Office, NEWARK, N. J. 











































LIQUEUR 


PERES CHARTREUX 


RARE 
PIQUANT 
FLAVOR 






















This famous Cordial, known as Char- 
treuse, has for centuries been the pre- 
ferred after-dinner liqueur of Polite 
Society. 


At first-class Wine Merchant 
Biitjer & Co., 
Sole Agents for United States 








| would be.”"— Yonkers Statesman. 


ularity of the Sohmer Piano. Every child in 
the United States and Canada knows the 
Sohmer. 


«but what did you say your name was?” 


person who had just completed her seventh 
matrimonial venture. ‘All you need to 
| know is what my name is,"—Zachange. 


s, Grocers, Hotels, Cafés. 


45 Broadway, New Vork, N. Y., 
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/nsurance director —* I forgot.” 


| who ever lived long enough to see a canal 
Suitor — “ [—er—have come, sir—to| finished.” 

ask a question.” 

posterity yourself.—New York Sun. 


A GOOD MAN. 
Neighbor—* That tenant of yours in 
the top flat is a most disreputable person. 
He gets drunk six nights in the week, 
beats his wife, maltreats the children, and 
I have good reason to believe that his 
moral character is-as bad as his habits.” 
Landlord—* Oh, surely you must be 
mistaken! He pays his rent regularly on 
the first day of every month.”—Somer- 
ville Fournal., 





The day after, you need Abbott’s Angostura 


| Bitters. Braces the nerves; sustains you} 


throughout the day, and makes you feel bright 
and cheerful. At druggists’. 


REAL-ESTATE BOOM. 
Flatbush—* There is a great boom out 
at Wetlotts.” 
Gotham—* So | hear.” 
Flatbush— Why, people are just crazy 
to buy out there !” 
Gotham —“ Yes; I should say they 





FOREHANDED. 
“You shouldn't treat your boy so 
| harshly ; you'll break his spirit.” 
| Well, he'll probably get married some 
time, and he might as well have it broken 
now.” —Answers. 


It would be idle to attempt to prove the pop- 





TOUCHY. 
« Beg pardon, madam,” said the clerk ; 


“I didn't say!" snapped the society 


Methuselah chuckled. 
“ Yes,” he cried; “lam the only man 


Herewith we see the advantage of being 





Sackett § Wilbelms 
Cithoaraphing and Printing Zo. 


Parker Building, 
225 Fourth Avenue, Corner loth Street, P. 


are prepared to furnish the 





hew York, 





[Finest Class of Color Printing | 





Show Cards, Pamphlets, Calendars, Advertising Cards, 
Labels, Novelties, Etc. 


All Kinds of Gommercial Work, 


such as 
Bill, Letter and Note Reads, 
Business Cards, Certificates, Bonds, Etc. 
b+ 4 + 4 


their interest by procuring our estimate before ordering elsewhere. 
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WILSON 


That’ All! 
















A Wonderful Offer to Judge Readers 


A BOOK WORTH $100.00 





nancy—Its Signs and Duration 


Chapter XXII.—Feeticide. 
Peculiar to Men. 


tisement in Judge. 


J. S. OGILVIE PUBLISHING COMPANY, 
P. 0. Box 767. 


Chapter XX V.—Masturbation. 
XXVII.—Subjects of which More might be Said. Chapter XX VIII.—A Happy Married Life-- How Secured. 

This book is a handsome 8vo, bound in heavy cloth, and contains 400 pages with 100 illustrations, and 
will be sent by mail postpaid and securely sealed for $3.00. 


A SPECIAL OFFER TO YOU. 


view we will send a copy of the above valuable work by mail postpaid on re- 
ceipt of only $2.00, provided you mention the fact that you saw this adver- 
Address all orders and remittances to 


FOR ONLY $2.00! 


$100.00 IN GOLD! > ii: 2 


book, “THE SCIENCE OF A NEW LIFE,” written by 
jJoun Cowan, M. D., to every thoughtful Man and Wo- 
man. It has received the highest testimonials and com- 
mendations from leading medical and religious critics ; 
has been indorsed by all the leading philanthropists, and 
recommended to every well-wisher of the human race. 


TO ALL WHO ARE MARRIED, 


Or are contemplating marriage, it will give information 
worth HUNDREDS OF DOLLAKS, besides confer- 
ring a lasting benefit not only upon them, but upon their 
children. Every thinking man and woman should study 
this work. Any person desiring to know more about 
the book before purchasing it may send to us for our 16- 
page descriptive circular, giving full and complete table 
of contests. It will be sent free by mail to any address. 
The following is the table of contents : 

Chapter I.— Marriage and its Advantages. Chapter 
IIl.—Age at which to Marry. Chapter III1.—The ~ 
of Choice. Chapter IV.—Love Analyzed. Chapter V. 
— Qualities the Man should Avoid in Choosing. Chap- 
ter VI.—Qualities the Woman should Avoid in Choosing. 
Chapter VII.—The Anatomy and Physiology of Gener- 
ation in Woman. Chapter VIII.—The Anatomy and 
Physiology of Generation in Man. Chapter 1X.— 
Amativeness—Its Use and Abuse. Chapter X.—The 
Prevention of Conception. Chapter XI.—The Law of 
Continence. Chapter XII.—Children— Their Desir- 
ability. Chapter XI1I.—The Law of Genius. Chapter 
XIV.—The Conception of a New Life. Chapter XV.— 
The Physiology of Inter-Uterine Growth. Chapter XVI. 
— Period of Gestative Influence. Chapter X VII.—Preg- 


Chapter XVIII.— Disorders of Pregnancy. Chapter X1X.—Confinement. 
ChapterX X.— Management of Mother and Child after Delivery. Chapter X XI.— Period of Nursing Influence. 
Chapter XXII1.—Diseases Peculiar to Women. Chapter XXIV.— Diseases 


Chapter XXVI. Sterility and Impotence. Chapter 


We wish to ascertain the value of this 
advertisement, and with this end in 


~ 64 ROSE STREET, NEW YORK. 




















Sanford 


WM. P. CLYDE @ CO., Gen. Agits., 19 State St, New York 


Only Direct All-Water 
Route Between 


NEW YORK, BOSTON and 
CHARLESTON, S. C., 
JACKSONVILLE, FLA. 


St. Johns River Service between 

Jacksonville, Palatka, De Land, 

Fla., and In- 
termediate Landings 

The “ Clyde Line” is the favorite route between 

New York, Boston, Purtapecenta, and East- 

een Ports, and CHarzeston, S. C., and Jack- 


SONVILLE, FLA., making direct connection for 
points South and Southwest 


Fast Modern Steamships 
and Superior Service 


Florida, with its Outdoor Pleasures of Golf, 
Tennis, Boating, Driving, Etc. 





EGER, G. M. 



























ASK FOR 


and see that 


you get 


OLD 
CROW 
RYE 


Sold everywhere in 
bottles. Never sol<d 


in bulk. 


H.B. KIRK & CO., Sole Bottlers, N.Y. 
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DID YOU EVER WALK HOME? 
On account of your batteries giving 
out unexpectedly ? This kind of trou- 
ble never comes to the man whose car 
is equipped with an ; 
Appice Automatte Battery Charger 
Keeps the batteries always alive and 
full of “ juice.” No uncertainty, no 
delays, no bothers from faulty igni- 


# 
Automatic 


Battery - 
Charger 





— ~— 


tion. Write us for information about this and our other 
ignition specialties, and see us at New York and ne 
Auto Shows. he Dayvon Electrical Mfg. Co., 148 
Beaver bidg., Dayton, ‘bale. 
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Bugs and Animals 
that Talk 


T WILL amuse both big and little folks to see 
Gus Dirks’s funny bugs and animals living, 
talking and acting just like real children and 
grown-ups. To this artist beiongs the distinction 
of opening our eyes to the quaint little life in our 
midst, ana his work is now famous. His best 
drawings have been collected and published, with 
eempanying verses, in a charming little book 


“Bugville Life ’’ 


—the most welcome and appropriate Christmas 


gift you can buy for a child. It contains sixty- 
SIX pages printed on heavy wood-cut paper with 
the accompanying verses in large, clear type, and 
a i me cover m colors was designed espe- 
Cally tor it. 

We will send ** Bugville Life” to any address m 
met ited States upon receipt of price, twenty- 

e cents 


We will send * Bugville Life,” together with 
five Story Pictures for Little Ones, n ounted on 
dark, heavy board for little fingers to handle, 
"pon receipt of price, filty cents. 

or foreign orders, add ten cents for extra 
postage and wravping. 








POETRY GETS HIM A YEAR. 
“I’m a real actor, judge, and I'll sing 
ou a song to prove it,” said Kyle Fox, 
who was put on trial to-day before Judge 
Wofford for stealing crackers and cheese 
from a grocery store. 

* Don't,” begged the judge, throwing 
up his hands. ‘“ However, you may re- 
cite the words.” 

The prisoner, who had pleaded in de- 
fense that he was starving and “ too 
proud to beg,” thereupon, in a final effort 
to obtain mercy, broke into this carol : 


“« Now Johnnie was a joker, 

He went upon the stage, 

Had lots of nerve, would never swerve, 
And thought he'd be the rage. 

He waiked out to the footlights 
All painted like a moke, 

The ladies sighed, the gallery cried, 
When Johnnie cracked a joke. 


«« Junk, junk, junk, 
Put it away in your trunk, 
Junk, junk, junk ” 





“One year in jail,” interrupted the 
judge.—Chicago Record-Heralad. 





IT NEVER FAILS TO PLEASE, 

Finks —* To-day | pleased a pretty 
woman by telling her a certain red-faced, 
snub-nosed, bald-headed mortal looke | 
like her.”’ 

WVinks—* Get out!” 

Finks —* The red-faced, snub-nosed, 
bald-headed mortal was her first baby.”’ 

HER BLUFF CALLED. 

Senator Depew tells this : 
A young and pretty girl had been out 








Adress Picture Department, Judge Com ’ 
225 Fourth Avenue, New York. Jute —_ 





walking. 
On her return her mother said : 
‘* Where have you been, my dear ?” 
“Only walking in the park,” was her 
rep'y. 
‘*With whom ?” pursued her mother. 
“No one, mamma,” said the young 
girl. 
‘No one ?” her mother repeated. 
‘* No one,” was the reply. 
‘Then,’ said the older lady, “ explain 


how it is that you have come home with | 


a walking-stick instead of an umbrella.” 
—Exchange. 





HELPFUL SUGGESTION. 

A woman in Logansport is suing for 
divorce, one of her complaints being that 
her husband is too loving and hugs her 
wi'h too great constancy and exuberance. 
She should have a tackiing dummy rigged 
up and make her spouse try out his en- 
ergy on it before being admitted to the 


| house.—/ndianapolis Star. 
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A Safe Gift | 


for any man 


An Iver Johnson Re- 
volver assures double 
safety—not only in the 
ordinary sense of pro- 
tection, but safety 
against accident. It is 


the only revolver with 
our patented safety 
lever, which makes it possible to 


‘‘Hammer the Hammer’”’ 


of a loaded Iver Johnson Safety Automatic Revolver without 
its going off. There is alwavs a space between the revolver 
hammer and firing-pin which only our safety-lever can fill. 
That never happens until you actually pull the trigger. 


No Fear of Accidental Discharge 


but when you do pull the trigger, it never fails, 
Our booklet, *‘Shots,” and handsome catalogue will be sent free on request. 


Hammer, $5.00 





Hammerlesa, $6.00 


For sale by all hardware and sporting goods dealers. Be sure 
our ‘name is on the barrel and the owl’s head on the grip. 


Iver Johnson's Arms and Cycle Works, (53 River St., Fitchburg, Mass. 


New Yore Orrice: 98 Chambers Street 
Bicycles and Single 


Makers of Iver Johnson 


Barrel Shotguns 








WHERE “ MELANCHOLY DAYS” ARE NOT. 

Poets are inspired by their surround- 
ings, and the songs they sing are attuned 
in harmony with what they themselves 
have seen and know of nature. 


fore northern poets sing of springtime as 





the season of flowers, of hope and prom- 
ise, and of the autumn as the season of 
the sere and yellow leaf. A gifted writer 
has said that had Bryant been born and 
lived in Florida instead of Massachusetts 
he would never have written of autumn : 
‘¢ The melancholy days are come, the saddest 
of the year, 

Of wailing winds and naked woods and 

meadows brown and sere.” 

‘‘When we raise a crop of Florida 
poets, ’’ said the same writer, ‘‘ their songs 
of autumn will be songs of joy.”’ 

To correctly picture Florida during 
autumn and the greater part of the win- 
ter is to imagine the magical charm of 
Indian-summer days under skies of Italian 
blueness and amid perennial bloom and 
verdure, with no hint of «*the sere and 
yellow leaf." To reach this portion of 
the southland in the quickest time and 
most luxurious manner take the Southern 
Railway, over which is maintained a 
double daily train service between New 
York and Jacksonville direct. The New 
York and Florida Express, leaving New 
York at 3.25 p. m., carries drawing-room 
sleeping-cars for Charlotte, Columbia, Au- 





I. W. Harper 
ye 


**On Every Tongue” 


Pure and fragrant; rich and 
mellowed by old age; it 
warms the cocKles of the 


heart with the spirit of good 
cheer and the essence of 


good fellowship. 
whiskey for all uses. 


The best 
Sold by 


leading dealers everywhere. 





gusta, Savannah, Jacksonville, and Port 
Tampa ; and the Washington and Florida 
Limited, which leaves New York at 12.10 
a. m., carries drawing-room sleeping-car 


There-; New York to Jacksonville, parlor -car 


Jacksonville to Port Tampa, and observa- 
tion-car Washington to Columbia; and 
both trains are equipped with superb din; 
ing-cars. Early in January the sumptu- 
ous ** Southern’s Palm Limited ” will be re- 
sumed. For further information write to 
or call on Alex. S. Thweatt, Eastern Pas- 
senger Agent, 1185 Broadway, New York. 








The Prettiest Auto Picture Out 





"JILTED*® 


"I coud be happy with either, 
Were ‘tother dear charmer away." 


We will send this handsome picture, 
beautifully printed in sepia on heavy coat- 
ed , suitable for framing, size 10 7-8 
x 13 7-8, securely packed, to any address 
in the United States upon receipt of price, 


TWENTY-FIVE CENTS 
Address J Company, 225 Fourth 


Avenue, New . 


BLOOD POISON 


FOR MORE THAN TWENTY YEARS 
we have made the cure of Blood Poison a 
goer. Blood Poison Permanently Cured. 

ou can be treated at home under same guar- 
anty. Capital $500,000. We solicit the most 
obstinate cases. If you have exhausted the old 
methods of treatment and still have aches 
and pains, Mucous Patches in Mouth, Sore 
Throat, C -Colored Spots, Ulcers 
on any part of the ly, Hair or Eyebrows 
falling out, write for proofs of cures. too-page 



























Book Free 
COOK REMEDY CoO. 


1480 MASONIC TEMPLE, — Chicago, Ill., U. S. A. 































































































A WEDDING INVITE. 


“ There’s a public benefactor.” Invitations to weddings in \Vales are 
“I thought that was Screechley, the | very business-like. When the parents of 
awful singer.” | the bride-to-be bid her friends to the cere- 


APPRECIATED. 





“Tt is.” mony they bid them not to come empty- 
“ Well, in what way is he a public ben-| handed. The cards say: ** Whatever do- 
efactor ?” | nation you may be pleased to bestow will 


“He has decided not to sing in public| be thankfully received and cheerfully re- 
this season.""— Cleveland Plain Dealer. | paid whenever called for on a similar oc- 
—— casion. . The parents of the bride- and 

A DISTINCTION: bridegroom-clect desire that all gifts due 

A couple of mechanics were chatting | to them will be returned to them on the 
above date, and will be thankful for all 





on a train, , — 
« Where does your brother work now ? : savers granted. 

asked the elder. A _ pained, shocked bie ess 

expression came over the face of the Gwilliams—* Your favorite authors are 

younger. Ru yard Kipling and Henry James? That 
“Oh, my brother don't work; my | is the oddest combination I ever heard of.” 

brother has a position!” he exclaimed Sflint—« Oh, 1 don't know. I find} 

proudly. There are grades in the dig-| Ilenry James admirable as a chaser. "—| 

nity.of labor. Chicago Tribune. 
















My 
uarantees 


Every Dollar it Mints 
worth 100 Cents. It also § 
guarantees our Whiskey 
which is Bottled in Bond 
in its Pure Natural 
. State, under law 
= Of March 3rd, 
1897, passed by 
Hii Congress and 
= 1% ence by the 
—=President. 
—— Thereiore every 
= bottle of 


‘ny Brook 


¢ 
iske 
Is bottled under direct supervision of Gov't Officials and sealed by U. S. Treasury Dept’s 
“GREEN STAMP” — proof of its ago and purity. Sunny Brook was the only Whiskey 
yj awarded Grand Prize and Gold Medal at St. Louis World's Fair. — 
. Avoid Whiskies not Guaranteed by U. 5S. 
UO: BROOK DISTILLERYCO. Jefferson County, Ky. 
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WHEN YOU ASK FOR] 


THE IMPROVED 


iBOSTON 


ATLANTIC CITY 


is most delightful in November 










and December and the 


new Fireproof 


Chalfonte 


is in the very centre of its varied 









REFUSE ALL 
SUBSTITUTES AND 
INSIST ON HAVING 
THE GENUINE 


The Name is 
stamped on every . 


if 

CUSHION 
BUTTON 
CLASP 


LIES FLAT TO THE LEG — NEVER 

SLIPS, TEARS NOR UNFASTENS 

- Sample pair, Silk 0c ., Cotton25e. 
. > Mailed on receipt of price. 


ie “GEO. PROST CO., Makers 
Boston, Mass.,U.8. A, 










there is no better 
time fir a visit than now. Write 
for Illustrated Folder and Rates to 


attractions. 












GARTER 




















AMS “stirs 


More Than 
¥, the Shave 


depends upon the lather, 
and the lather depends 
upon getting Williams’ 
Shaving Soap. Most used 
because it has never been 
equaled in ability to soften 
the beard, keep a rich, 
moist, creamy lather, allay 
irritation, and make shav- 













































ing easy and safe. 


with other makes. 









Soap, sold everywhere. 


it's FREE. 











It’s dangerous economy 
to experiment on your face 


Williams’ Shaving Sticks, Shaving 
Tablets, Toilet Waters, Talcum 
Powder and Jersey Cream Toilet 


Write for “The Shavers Guide and 
Correct Dress for all Occasions.” 


THE J. B. WILLIAMS CO. 


Glastonbury, Conn. 









































The idea that an inferior class of people patron- 
ize the tourist sleepers is an error. On many 
trips only the best class of travelers are 
found. They are merely men and women 
of good sense who would rather travel 


TO CALIFORNIA 


in this manner and savea snug sum of 
money to be used elsewhere. It is begin- 
ning to be understood that it is by no means 
necessary to spend a large sum of money 
in order to enjoy a trip to the Pacific Coast. 






If you cross the continent in one of the tourist 
sleepers of the 


UNION PACIFIC 
SOUTHERN PACIFIC 


You will enjoy your trip and save considerable money 
Inquire of 


E.L. LOMAX, C. P. & T. A. 
OMAHA, NEB. 
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Holiday Gifts 
Diamonds, Watches and 
Rich Gold Jewelry 


THE *“ BENEDICT”’ 
CELEBRATED COLLAR BUTTON 


Wonderfully Improved. 
NEW Pat. Oct. 6 1903. 
In Gold and heavy Rolled 
Gold. None Genuine un- 
less stamped “ Benedict” 

and date of Pat. 
A set of four makes an 
acceptable present. 


END VIEW SIDE VIEW 
Benedict Brothers, Jewelers 
Broadway and Liberty $t., 1. ¥. 


« Life is the assertiv’ continuity of mo- 





lecular accord.” —.Varsh, 
Life insurance is more easily under-| 
stood, and if you have this, the former | 
need not trouble you greatly. 
PENN MUTUAL LIFE, 
921-3-5 Chestnut St., Philadelphia. 





—_—_— 


Tommy—* Pop, what are the ties of 
wedlock ?” 

Tommy's pop—* The ties of wedlock, 
my son, are the kind a man’s wife buys 
for him.” —Philadelphia Record. 








| TOUGH. 


| ‘You should have heard Bangs roast- 
|ing Goodley last night. He used some 
pretty hard words.” 

“Yes, but they didn’t seem so hard to 
Bangs last night as they did this morn- 
ing.” 

“* How do you mean ?” 

“He had to eat them this morning.” — 
Philadelphia Press. 





WHAT HE WAS PAINTING. 


“ Yes,” said D'Auber with an impor- 
tant air. ‘Ive just got home. I've been 
| painting up in the backwoods of Maine 

for the past month.” 

| Weil, well,” remarked  Crittick; 
“what's the use of putting advertising 
|signs there, where there are so few 
people to see them ?”—Catho/ic Stana- 
ara, 











THE PEACH AND THE VEGETARIAN, 


“Can't see why you’re so smitten with 
her.” 

“ Why, 
pretty.” 

** Beauty ’'s only skin deep.” 

“ Well, great Scott! I'm no cannibal. 
That's deep enough for me.”— Cleveland 
Leader. 


because she’s so «eucedly 





















brewing.” Mild 


beverage. 





~~ 
has all the characteristics of the oft beer 


brought to perfection. 
“Ii is the choicest product in the art of 


and attractive in appearance. 
It is the crowning triumph of a_ bottled 
Ask for High Life. 
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and delicious in flavor, neat 


THE BEST 
Milwaukee Beer 


























RoadGuide 


These maps are printed in colors and show 
on a large scale the streams, lakes, highways, 
trolley lines and railroads in New York, New 

fersey and Pennsylvania, reached by the Lackawanna 
ilroad and its connections. 
Invaluable to Automobile Tourists, 
Fishermen and Travelers. 
A good map is a silent courier of out-door enjoyment. Each of the 
maps in this edition is 17x 28 inches. They are neatly bound in 
one cover and may be had by sending 10 cents in stamps to 


T. W. LEE, rackawanne Rallrood, Now York City. 
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5 An Edison Phonograph Be 
ry Brings Christmas Cheer All the Year YY, 


No other gift yields such lasting pleasure as an Edison Phonograph, Everybody likes it — * 
from baby to grandmother. No skill is required to reproduce perfectly brilliant band music; % 
A, 


oS, 


the finest vocal solos, duets, and quartettes; the funniest character songs and vaudeville skits. 
It replaces the opera and theatre for grown folks, and is unequaled for entertaining children. 
Edison Gold Moulded Records include thousands of popular, classic, sacred, operatic or % 


a 


comic selections, and 24 are added every month. Thus the Phonograph provides more fun A 

and music than any other automatic entertainer — yet is within the reach of all. Hear it at e 

7 \} the nearest dealer’s before deciding on any Christmas present. “// speaks for itself.” t!: 
y Latest Edison Gold Moulded Records— Now on Sale at All Dealers 4 

¢ S 9122 Hungarian Fantasia . . Edison Concert Band 9135 I'm the Only Star that Twinkles on Broad- =| 
ff. 9123 Mother o' Mine—Song . Theo. Van Yorx way—Comic Song. ... . . Ada Jones Nt 
: 9124 On the Rhine With a Stein . Collins & Harlan 9136 Pretty Mary — Duet Harlan and Stanley P N 

¥ e 9125 Friendly Rivals—Cornets . Clarke and Hazel 9137 Dancing in the Starlight Edison Band LIM 

9126 Honeymoon Hall—Song . Harry MacDonough 9138 Sweetest Flower that Klows . . Marie Narelle ‘* 

‘3 9127 In Timbuctoo—A Monkey ditty . Billy Murray | 9139. Have You Seen My Henry Brown? Collins \ 


9128 Jesus, Saviour, Pilot Me . Anthony & Harrison 9140 Irish Girl I Love— Tenor . . Edward Barrow 





. 9129 Bold Front March . . Edison Military Band | 2141 Sweet Little Daisies — Bells Solo . . Benzler { 
9130 Wait ‘Till the Sun Shines, Nellie Motes | eS eee, aie Sane, SSveed 06, Paves 1 
fi 9131 And the World Goes On—Song . Bob Roberts Sketc -. ‘ "ada Jones and I on Spencer iN 
j 9132 Betty—Duet . . MacDonough and Biebling | 9144 When the Evening Breeze is Sighing Home, Pe) 
9133 Rosesand Thorns . . . . Edison Orchestra See. Se ale Quartette a 
aD 9134 We'll be Together When the Clouds Roll 9145 Everybody Works but Father — M 
By — Descriptive Song Wing Gillette 3 ss 2 0 Edison Military Band N 
An Edison Phonograph Makes the Best Christmas or Birthday Present for Anyone had 


Every genuine Edison Phonograph bears the inventor’s trade-mark signature. Do not be b\ ‘ 
misled or prejudiced by the distressing noises of inferior imitations. Go to the nearest 
Edison dealer and hear the genuine Phonograph, and you will instantly a preciate its N 


e. 


marked superiority. The Edison signature is also on every Edison Gold Moulded Record. va 
Edison Phonographs cost from $10 up; Records. 35c. each. 
Send for new booklet, ‘‘ Home Entertainments With the Edison Phonograph,’’ obtain- 7 Ri 


able only from Orange, N.J., office. Sur Latest Record Catalogue will be sent to Des 
any Phonograph owner who gives the number of his Phonograph. Write now to 


National Phonograph Company, 4{ Lakeside Avenue, Orange, N. J. aN 
New York Chicago San Francisco London da 
1.C. S& Language Courses Taught With Edison Phonographs. ¥ U 
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T FoR 3 AGARS 


The Carnegie (Oklahoma) Herald ex- 
“MADE AT KEY WEST 


tends thanks after this wise : 
“Miss Helen Petty caused the visage 

Mrs. Newwed—“1 know now why 

they call ‘em safety-pins.” 


of our ‘ devil’ to assume angelic features 
Mrs, Oldwed—** Why so ?” 


this week upon the presentation of a 
beautiful bouquet of chrysanthemums to 

Mrs. Newwed—“ Baby swallowed one 
last week and it never hurt him a bit.”— 


this office. Thanks.” 
Northern Budget. 











Son (just from Yale)—“ President Had- 
ley says money should not be life’s aim.” 

Father—“ Exactly. You should not aim 
at it. You should get it.” 











“Ive figured itoutand 
for many reasons determined to. 
” FOLLOW THE FLAG” 









‘*Follow the Flag” 


"THERE is nothing more assuring to the 
traveler than his knowledge of the fact 
that he is traveling on a firm road-bed upon 
which are laid the heaviest of steel rails, made 












true in all their curves, and that the train 
which carries him is of the highest standard 
of excellence known in railroads and is ae 
guided to its destination by experience 
minds. These are the conditions which be- 
come apparent to the frequent traveler on the 
WABASH LINE and which have made that 
line justly famous. 


Through cars are operated between 


ST. LOUIS and CHICAGO 
KANSAS CITY, OMAHA, TOLEDO 
DETROIT, NIAGARA FALLS, BUFFALO 
NEW YORK, BOSTON, ST. PAUL 
and MINNEAPOLIS 


CITY TICKET OFFICE, 
Eighth and Olive Streets, ST, LOUIS 







































When you speak of 
a “ten-cent cigar” you 
mean a cigar 
that costs you 


ten cents. 


The same cigar is to the 
manufacturer a *‘ $40 per 
M.,” or 4c. cigar; to the 
jobber a ‘‘ $50 per M.” or 
Sc. cigar, and to the re- 
tailer a ‘‘ $60 per M.,” or 
6c. cigar. 

Intrinsically that cigar 
is worth as inuch when the 
manufacturer appraises it 
at $40 per M. as it is 
when the retailer hands it 
over his counter as a ‘‘ ten- 
cent straight.” The dif- 
ference between 4c. and 
10c. is what it costs to 
get the cigar from the 
manufacturer to you along 
the old-fashioned trade 
turnpike with three toll 
gates. 

Now, suppose you go 
to the maker of your cigars 
and say to him: ‘‘Scll me 
my cigars at wholesale and 
I'll take them home my- 
self across lots,” 

‘Oh, no,” he will reply, 
‘‘that wouldn't be fair 
to the retailer who has 
bought my cigars to sell 
at retail price.” 

I am a maker of cigars 

who has never sold a cigar 
to a jobber or retailer to sell again. 
Hence I am under no obligations to 
‘*the trade.” I invite the patronage 
of the man who objects to paying for 
the privilege of allowing a retailer to 
\sell him a cigar—who wants to buy 
his cigars at cost, without the arbitra- 
tily added expenses of the jobber and 
retailer. To prove that I actually do 
sell my cigars at wholesale prices, I 
offer them under the following condi- 
tions : 




























Shivers’ 

Panateila 
EXACT SIZE 
AND SHAPE 














FOR THE RHYMBE’S SAKE. 


[Being a moral lesson on the advantages of having a | 


big capacity for water.) 
Once a kind old dromedary 
Lived in eastern lands, 
Where he made hebdomedary 
Trips across the sands, 
Carrying reticulated 
Silks and garments rich, 
Spices and orbiculated 
Jewelry, and sich. 


He would drink, on Monday morning, 
Quite enough to last 

Till the following Sunday, scorning 
Water till "twas passed. 

But when he alleviated 
Then his thirst, he'd take 

No small sips abbreviated 
He would drink a lake ! 


Well, he had no opposition, 
Till a Yankee brain 
Once evolved a proposition 
For a railroad train ; 
And this modern evolution, 

When perfected, made 
On the whole a revolution 
In the desert trade. 


But our friend, the clever camel, 
Still continued on 

Those long trips where never mammal, 
Save himself, had gone ; 

And the engine sought o’ caught her 
Bumps on the trial spin, 

When she ran plumb short o’ water, 
And he beat her in ! 

—Cleveland Leader. 





Doctor —*You require something 
strengthening. Eat two soft-boiled eggs 
évery morning at breakfast.” 

Patient—* | do, doctor.” 

Doctor —* Then don't."—///ust. Bits. 






























MY OFFER IS:—1 will. upon request, | 
send one hundred Shivers’ Panatela Cigars | 
on approval to a reader of “ Judge,” ex- 
press prepaid. He may smoke ten cigars | 
and return the remaining ninety at my ex- 
pense, if he is not pleased with them; if he 
is pleased, and keeps them, he agrees to | 
remit the price, $5.00, within ten days. 

The fillers of these cigars are clear Havana 
of good quality—not only clear, but long clean 
Havana—no shorts or cuttings are used. They 
are hand made, by the best of workmen. The 
making has much to do with the smoking 
qualities of a cigar. The wrappers are genu- 
ine Sumatra. 

In ordering, please enclose business card or 
give personal references, and state whether 
mild, medium, or strong cigars are desired. 


HERBERT D. SHIVERS 


919 Filbert Street, Philadelphia, Pa. | 








Johnnie —“ Pa, what is an ultimatum?” 

Pa—* It's when your ma tells me that 
if I don’t give her the money she ‘Il have 
things charged."— Dallas News. 















All of the Black and White Pilates 
in the Christmas 


Whape 


were made by a 
THE BORTH AMERICAN 


ENGRAVING CO. 
225 Fourth Ave., Hew York City 














JOHN JAMESON 


THREE yex¥&k* STAR 
WHISKEY 














STANDS SUPREME ON THE 


THREE VITAL POINTS 
PURITY, AGE, FLAVOR 


LIKE THE BEST IN EVERY 





LINE, IT COSTS THE MOST 








215 East 24th Street, N. Y. 





-+-NOW READY... 


“THIS @ THAT” 


About Caricature 





A book of sound advice for the 


comic-art student 
$1.50 by mail 
Address Zeese-Wilkins.n Co. 



















THE CARES OF LIFE 


TOP lod 


, ; ( 
(~~ (ON 


vo 
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if Best flavor 
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RED TOP RYE WHISKEY 


Best 
Whiskey 

is aged in charred casks, in warehouses flooded with sunshine, distilled from best Northern rye, 

selected by a member of the firm, and purest water from wells sunk hundreds of feet into sol 


limestone. Goes to the heart, not to the head. * //'s up to you.” 


Ferdinand Westheimer 2 Sons, Cincinnati, 0., Louisville, Ky., St. Joseph, Mo. 























A FAIR OFFER! 


To convince DYSPEPTICS and those suffering from 
STOMACH TROUBLES of the efficiency of 


Glycozone 


iwitt SEND A $1.00 BOTTLE FREE 


(ONLY ONE TO A FAMILY) 





to any one sending coupon and enclosing 25 cents to pay 
forwarding charges. 

GLYCOZONE is an absolutely harmless ger- 
micide. It cleanses the membrane of the stomach and sub- 
dues inflammation, thus removing the cause of your trouble. 

It cannot fail to help you, and will not harm you in the least. 

Indorsed and successfully used by leading physicians for over 15 years. 

Beware of concoctions of Oil of Vitrivi, Sulphurous Acid and water bearing 
similar names. 


Sold by leading druggists. 
None genuine without my signature. 


Cecplnctiots 


Chemist and Graduate of the “ Ecole Centrale des Arts et Manufactures Fe close 25c¢ to pay ‘or- 
de Paris” ( France). »” ,” warding charges. 


CY Coupon good only witil 
57 Prince Street, 2” January 31st, 1906. 
New York City. 


FREE! 


Valuable booklet on How to 
Treat Diseases. 








free trial 
*“ bottle ol 
a GLYCOZONE, 


,’ for which I en- 
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ON 


Cars of steady 
service for 1906 


N SELECTING our line for the coming season it was early 
decided that Surreys, Types One and Two, were beyond any 


question of retirement and that but few improvements were 


possible. 


be continued. 


Therefore, these models with some slight alterations will 


To these are added Type Three, which is practically 


an elaboration of Type One, the power plant and chassis remaining 
the same, except somewhat lengthened to accommodate a larger and 


longer body. 


These models are equipped with the 
tried and proven Rambler power plant, 
comprising our double opposed motor 
and planetary pattern transmitting gear, 
and are too well known to the trade and 
public to require extended description at 
this time. 


Prices: Type One $1,200, Type Two 
$1,650, Type Three $1,350, all with 


full equipment of lamps, horns, tools, etc. 


“The Latest of the Ramblers,” the 


strictly 1906 product, comprises four 
models. Model Fourteen is a modern 
mediym weight touring car equipped 
with a four-cylinder vertical motor 20-25 
horse power, with sliding type transmit- 
ting gear, giving three forward speeds 
and reverse. 


Final drive is by propeller shaft and 
bevel gear to the differential on the rear 
axle. 


A notable feature is the method of con- 
necting and bracing this shaft in which 
the universal joint is at the forward end 
and is entirely enclosed, running in an oil 


bath. 


The external design is along most 
modern lines with a wheel base of 106 
inches. 


The selling price of this model is 
$1,750 with complete equipment. 


Model Fifteen is a heavier car with 
similar but more powerful equipment, 
the motor being 35-40 horse power and 
the final drive by individual chain to each 
rear wheel. The body is practically the 
same as in Type Fourteen but longer and 
larger, the wheel base being 112 inches. 


Model Sixteen is a most luxuriously 
appointed Limousine on the Model Fif- 
teen chassis, selling at $3,500. 


The Rambler runabout for 1906 is a 
fitting heir to the reputation gained by 
the earlier Ramblers of this type. It is 
equipped with a double opposed motor of 
10-12 horse power, placed longitudinally 
in the frame and driving through the 
Rambler planetary gear. As a Runabout 
with 3 inch tires it will sell at $800, and 
with detachable tonneau and 3 1-2 inch 
tires at $950. 


Catalogue and full descriptive matter 
will be mailed upon request, but a care- 
ful personal examination of these cars at 
our various branches and agencies will 
convince you that whatever may be your 
requirement, in service or price, the 
Rambler is the car you need. 


Thos. B. Jeffery @ Co. 


Main Office and Factory, 


: Kenosha, Wis., VU. Ss. A. 


Branches: 


Boston, 145 Columbus Ave. 
Milwaukee, 457-459 Broadway. 
New York Agency, 134 W. 38th Street. 


Chicago, 302-304 Wabash Ave. 


Philadelphia, 242 N. Broad Street. 
Representatives in all leading cities. 
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Drawn tor Eastman Kodak Co. by Alonzo Kimball 


KODAKS 


on the tree: then Kodak pictures of the tree; pictures of 
the baby, of grandmother, of the Christmas house party— 
all help to keep green the Christmas memories. 


Kodaks, $5.00 to $108.00. Brownies, $1.00 to $9.00. 


EASTMAN KODAK CO. 
ee Rochester, N. Wie The Kodak City 


SEAMAN 





